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PREFACE 


The greater part of the * Barrack-Room 
Ballad,* as well as ' Cleared* ‘ Evarra, * The 
Eapionatioj^* * The Conundrum,* ‘ Tomlinson,* 
^fUtnd ike ‘ English Flag \ have appeared in the 

* National Observer,* Messrs, Macmillan aipi Co. 
have kindlp given me permission to reproduce 
four ballads contrwuted to their Magazine, and 
/ am mdebied to ike * St. James* s Gazette* for 
H Uke courtesy in regard to the ballads of the 

* Clampherdown* and * Bolivar,* and the * Im- 
perial Resdripi.* ' The Rhyme of the Three 
^plains* fvas printed frst in the * Athenaeum.* 

I fancy tihat most of the other verses are new. 

• * 

RPDYARD KIPLING. 




TO 

WOLCOTT .BALESTIER 


It. K. 



Beyond the path of the outmost sun through utter darkness 
hurled— ^ ^ ^ 

Further than ever comet fared or vagrant stof^iait swirUd-^ 
Live sig^h as fought and sailed and ruled and hved and^ 
made our world 


They are*purged of pride lecause they died, they know the 
tborth of their haysf 

They sit at wine with the Maidens Nine and the Gods of the 
Elde'tkJGays^ 

It is their will to serve or be still as fitteth our Fathffs 
praise. ^ 

'Tis theirs to sweep through the ringing deep wl^e Azrads 
outposts arCj 

Or buffet a path thngugh the Fit's red wrath when <?od goes 
out to war. 

Or hang with the reckless Seraphim on the reinaof a fed- 
maned star. • • 

^ • 

They take their mirth in the joy of the Earth-^-djyy dare 
not grie/vefor her pain— 

They know of toil and the end of toil, they know Qod*s km 
is plain, 

So they whistle the Devil to make them sport who know that 
Sin is t»ii% 



our toUio Lord GiM, master efemry tta^, 
A»4 itl^them tales qf His daily toil, of Edens newly made; 
dnd tfiey rise to their feet as He pafies gentlemen ten- ^ 
afraid* 

\fo these who are cleansed of base Desire, Sorrow and Lust 
dHd Shame — 

^^Bhd^fOr theybknew the hearts of men, men for they stooped 
to Fame, 

Home on the hreq^h that men call Death, my hrother*s spirit 
^mme. 

He scarce had need to dojf his pride or slough^the dross of 
r Earth — * 

E'en, as he trod that day to God so walked he from his birth. 
In simpleness and gentleness and honour and <^an mirth. 

So g^jD to lip in fellowship they gave him welcome high 
And made him place at the banquet board — the Strong Men 
ran^d thereby, 

Whs had done his work and held his peace and had no fear 
to die. * 

the la&fn of the last lone star, through open darkness 
• hurled, • 

Further than rebel comet dar&For hiving star-swarm swirled, 
Sit$%»stpth those that praise our Go:* for that they served His 
world. 
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BARRACK-ROOM •BALLADS 



To T. A. 


I HAVE made for you a song. 

And it may be right or wrong, 
only you can tell me if it 'sdrue ; 

I have tried for to explain 
Both your pleasure and your pain. 

And, Thomas, here 's my best respects to you 1 

O there '11 surely come a day 
When they '11 give you all your pay, 

/ And treat you as a Christian ought to do^ 

So, until that day comes round. 

Heaven keep you safe and sound. 

And, Thomas, here 's my best respects to yPu. ! 



DANNY DEEVER 

‘What are the bugles blowin* for?* said*Files-on- 
Parade. • • 

^To turn you out, to turn you out,* the Colour- 
Sergeant said. • 

‘WTaat makes you look so white, so white?* said 
File^n-Parade. 

i^I*m dreadin’ what I*ve got to watch,* the Colour- 
Sergeant said. f 

^^pr they 're hangin’ Danny Deever, you can 
hear the Dead March play. 

The regiment *s in»*ollow square — they’re 
• hangin’ him to-day ; 

They *ve taken of his buttons off an* cut his 
stripes away. 

An* they’re hangin* Danny Deever in the 
monqp*. 



PARaACK-ROOM BALLADS 

' makes the rfar-rank breathe so ^ard ? ' s^iid 
^les^on-Para<|e. ^ 

'It's Jbitter cold, •it's bitter cold/ the Colour- 
Sergeant said. , 

' What makes that front-rank man fall down ? * says 
Files-on- Parade. ^ 

' A touch o* sun, a touch o' sun,* the Colour-Sergeant 
said.* ® 

They are hangin’ Danny Deever, they fire 
^ marchin* of^’im round, 

They 'ave *alted Danny Deever by *is coffin 
c on the grounds 

An’ ’e*ll swing in *arf a minute for a sneakin’ 
shootin' hound — 

O they’re hangin* Danny Deever 


‘^’Is cot was right-’and cot to mine,’ said* Files-on^ 
Parade. * 

'*E's sleepin' out an’ fer to-night,’ the 

Sergeant said, • 

^ I ’ve drunk ’is beer a score o* times,’ said Files-on* 
Parade. 

* E s drinkin bitter beer alone,* the Colour-Sergeant 
said. 



BANNY BEEVER 


They are hangin Danajj Deever, you ^at 
mark *im to *15 place, ^ 

For 'e shot a comrade gleepin^ — you must 
look 'im in the face ; ^ 

Nine *undred of is county an* the regiment's 
disgrace, 

Whife they *re hangin' Danny Deever in the 
mergin'. 9 

'^^at’s that so black agin the sun ? ’ said Files-on- 


'It's Danny fightin* 'ard for life/ the Colour- 
Sergeant said. • 

‘What's that that whimpers over’ead?' said Files- 
"*^on-Parade. 

‘ It'S Jjanni 's soul that 's passin' now,' the Colour- 
Sergeant said, f 

For they’re done with Danny Deever, you 
can 'ear the quickstep play, 
yhe regiment's in column, an' they're 
# marchin' us away ; 

Ho! the young recruits are shakin', an' 
they '11 want their Deer to- day. 

After hangin' Danny Deever in the 



TOMMY 


I WENT into a public-* ouse to get a pint o* beer. 

The pi^blican. *e up an* sez, ' We siirve nd red-coats 
here.’ » 

The girls* behind the bar they laughed an* giggled 

t 

nt to die, 

1 outs into the street again an* to myself sez 1 1 

O it*s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an* 

‘ Tommy, go away ’ ; ' 

But it’s 'Thank you. Mister \ ll iixiu'iiin^ril'Tr 
the band begins to play, 

The band begins to play, my boys, 

begins to play, ^ . 

O it ’s ' Thank you. Mister Atkins,* when the 
band begins \o play. * 


I went into a theatre as sober as could be. 

They gave a drunk civilian room, but *adn*t none 
for me ; 



TO^MY f 

me to the gallery m rgund the mnsic-'alla. 
But when it comes to fighting Lord 1 they ’ll |Jfbve 
me in the stalls ! 

For it's Tommy this, an' Tomm^^ that^ an^ 
' Tommy, wait outside ' ; ^ 

But it 's * Special train for Atkins ' when the 
trooper 's on the tide. 

The trooi^ship's on the tide, my lyys, the 
troopship 's on the tide, 

O it's 'Special train for Atkins 'Vhen the 
trooper's on the tide. 


Yes, makin’ mock o’ uniforms that guard you while 

Is cheaper than them uniforms, an' they 're starva- 
tion cheap ; * 

An' ^stlin' drunken soldiers when they’re goin’ 
large ajbit 

Is five 4^es better business than paradin' in full kit. 
* TMin it's Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, 
" an' ' Tommy, 'ow 's yer soul ? ' 

But it 'n 'Thin red line of 'eroes ' when the 
drums begin to roll. 



BARRACK-IKJpM BALLADS 

* The drums i)egin to roll, my tw^s, the drums 
begin to roll, 

O it's ^'rtiin red line of 'eroes' when thb 
% drums begin to roll. 


We aien't no thin red 'eroes^ nor we aren't no black- 
guards tOOj • ** 

But single men in barricks, most remarkable like 

yo»; 

An' if sometimes our conduck isn't all your fancy 
paintSj e 

WThiy, single men in barricks don't grow into plaster 
sainli^ ; 


While it 's Tommy this, an' Tommy that, an' 

' Tommy, fall be'ind,' *^***!Xi 

But it 's ' Please to walk in front, sSf^w^Lcn 


there ’^trouble in the wind, *■ 

There 's trouble in the wind, my boys, there's 
trouble in the wind, ^ 

O it's 'Please to^ walk in fronC sir,^ wh^ 
there's trouble in the wind. • 


You talk o’ better food for us, an’ schools, an' fires, 
an' all : 

We 'II wait for extry rations if you treat us rational. 



^TOW[ffY 0 

m^ss about the eook-roo(m#iops, bht ptovc it 
to %ur face / 

The Widow's Uniform is not the soldier-man's dis- 
. grace. ^ 

For it's Tommy this, an Tommy tha^ an' 
^ Chuck him out, the brute 1' 

But it*'s 'Saviour of ’is country' when the 
guns begin to shoot ; ^ 

An' it's Tommy this, an' Tommy that, an' 
anything you please ; 

An' Tommy ain’t a bloomin' fool — ^yoii bet 
that Tommy sees ! _ 



'FUZZY-WUZZY' 

«. 

(sOUDAN EXPEDITIONARY FORCE) 

« 

We've fought with many men acrost the seas,*' 

An' some of 'em T|^as brave an* some was not: 

The Paythan an' the Zulu an* Burmese ; 

But^he Fuzzy was the finest o* the lot. 

We never got a ha'porth's change of *im : 

*E squatted in the scrub an* *ocked our *orsdl^ 

*E cut our sentries up at Sua^rim, 

An’ *e played Jhe cat an* banjo with our 

So 'ere's to you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, at your 'ome 
in the Soudan ; *’ 

You’re a pore ^enighted *eatl]fen b^t a firstr 
class fightin* man ; ^ 

We gives you your certificate, an* if you want 
it signed 

We *11 come an’ *ave a romp with you when* 
ever you 're inclined. 


10 



WZ2y-y^U23SY li 

'V^ took our chanst among tke K^ber 
. The Boers knocked us silly at a mile^ 

The Burman give us Irriwaddy chills^ 

, a Zulu impi dished us up in style : 

Bui aU we ever got from such as they 

Was pop to what the Fuzzy made us swaller ; 

We 'eld our iJloomin’ own, the papers say. 

But man for miyj the Fuzzy knocked us 'oyer. 

Then ^ere's to you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, an' the 
missis and the kid ; * 

Our orders was to break you, an' of course 
we went an' did. 

We sloshed you with Martinis, an' it wasn't 
'ardly fair ; 

•J^t for all the odds agin’ you, Fuzzy-Wuz, 
you broke the square. 

'E 'asn't got no papers of 'is own, 

'E 'aSu't got no medals nor rewards. 

So ^e n^st certify the skill 'e 's shown 
In iisin' of 'is long two-'anded swords : 

Whcn 'e 's 'oppin' in an' out among the bush 
With 'is coffin-' eaded shield an* shovel-spear. 

An 'i^ipy day with Fuzzy on the rush 
Wm to 'ealthy Tommy for a year. 
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So you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, an* yottr 

friends which are no mbre, * 

If we *adn't lost some messmates we wonM 
( 

^ *elp you to deplore ; 

V * 

But give an* take *s the gospel, an* we *11 call 
the bargain fair, 

c * 

For if you *ave lost more than us, you 
crumpled up the square ! 

*E rushes at the smoke when we let drive, 

A ji’, before we krtbw, *e *s ’ackin* at our *ead ; 

*E*s all ’ot sand an* ginger when alive, 

An*«ie *s generally shammin* when *e*s dead. 

*E *s a daisy, *e *s a ducky, *e *s a lamb ! 

*E’s a injia-rubber idiot on the spree, 

*E ’s the on'y thing that doesn’t give a damn 
For a Regiment o’ British Infantree ! 

So *ere *s you, Fuzzy- Wuzzy, at your 'duae 

in the Soudan ; 

You’re a pore Jpenighted ’eathen a%rst<^ 
class f ghtin’ man ; n 

An* *ere’s to you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, with your 
*ayrick *ead of *air — 

You big black boundin’ beggar-^foryou broke 
a^British square 1 



SOLDIER, SOLDIER 


* SoLDOiiii, soldier come from the wars, 

^ Why don't you march with my y*ue love ? ' 

^We*re fresh from off the ship an' 'e's maybe ^ve 
the slip, 

^An* you'd best go look for a new love.' 

"^'i^ew love I True love ! 

Best go look for a new love. 

The dead they cannot rise, aif' you'd better 
dry your eyes. 

An' you 'd best go look for a new love. 

• • 

# 

* Soldier,* soldier come from the wars, 

'WTiat did you see o' my true love 

^ I seed 'im serve the Queen in a suit o' rifle-green, 
'An' you'd best go look for a new love.' 



SABXACKJtOOM BALUn 


Z^ldier^ soldier Some from the warn, ^ 

'Did ye see no^ore o* my true love ? * 

' I seed 'ra runnin' by 'when the shots begun to %- 
' But you *d best go look for a new love.* 


‘ Soldier, soldier come from the wars,^ 

' Did aught take *arm to my true love ? * 

'I coaldn*t see the fight, for tBe smoke it lay so 

white — 

« 

' An' you 'd best go^ook for a new love.’ 

# 

' Soldii^, soldier come from the wars, 

' I *11 up an* tend to my true love 1 * 

'*E*s lying on the dead with a bullet through 'iff^ad, 
'An* you’d best go look for a new love.* 

' Soldier, soldier come from the wars, 

' I *11 down an* die with my true love I * 

'The pit we dug'll *^de 'im an* the twfnty^lneil 
beside *im — 

' An* you 'd best go look for a new love/ 

'Soldier, soldier come from the wars, 

' Do you bring no sign from my true love ? ' 



t SpJUDCER, m>hDim , JIS 

I bring a lock of %ir that *e allu^ %sed to wear, 

Aji' you*d best go look for a new Ic^e/ 

Soldiet, soldier come from the wars, * 

O then t know it ’s true I 've lost my true love \ * 
An' I tell you truth again — when you 've lost the 
feel o* paiil 

You 'd best take for your true love.' ^ 

• True love ! New love ! 

>> Best take 'im for a new l^ve. 

The dead they cannot risd| an' you 'd better 
<iry your eyes, ^ 

An' you 'd best take 'im for your true love. 



SCREW-GUNS 

Smokin* my pipe on the mountings, sniffin* the 
mvnin* cool, e 

I walks in my old brown gaiters along o' m3t>old 
brown mule, ^ 

With seventy gunners be'ind me, an' never a beggar 
fo^ets 

It's only the pick of the Army that handles the 
dear little pets — 'Tss ! 'Tss ! 

For you all love the screw-guns — tharscrew- 
guns fhey all love you ! mmim 

So when we call round with a few guns, b* 
course you will know what to dl? — hoo I 
boo ! ^ 

f • 

Jest send in your Chief an' surrender— it 's 
worse if you lights or you runs : 

You can go where you please, you can skid 
up the trees, but you don't get away 
from the gups ! 



SCREWjGUNS 
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p 

They sends us alon^ where the roltds are^ but most^ 
we goes where they ain*t : ^ 0 ^ 

We *d climb up the side of a sign>^oard an* trust to 
the stick o* the paint : ^ 

We 've chivied the Naga an' Looshai^ we *ve give the 
Afreedeeman fits. 

For we fancies ourselves at two thousand, we guns 
that are built4n two bits — *Tss ! 'Tss ! • 

• For you all love the screw-guns . . . 

If a man doesn't work, why, we drills 'im an te^hes 
'im 'ow to behave ; ^ 

Iff a beggar can’t march, why, we kills 'im an' rattles 
'im into ’is grave. 

You've, .got to stand up to our business an* spring 
— without snatchin* or fuss. ^ 

p 

D'you say that you sweat with the field-guns? By 
God, you must lather with us — ’Tss I 'Tss I 

F or you all love the screw-guns . . . 

• * 

The eagles is screamin' around us, the river's a- 
moanin' below. 

We 're clear o' the pine an’ the oak-scrub, we 're out 
on the rocks an' the snow. 


B 
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c 

the wind is £s thin as a whip-lash what carries 
% away to tl^ plains 

The rattle an' st^mpo' the lead-mules — the jinglety^- 
jink o' the /chains — 'Tss ! *Tss ! 

For you all love the screw-guns . . , 

There 's a wheel on the Horns o' the Momin*, an' a 
wheel on the edge o' the Pfc, 

An' a drop into nothin' beneath you as straight as 
a beggar can spit : 

With the sweat runnin' out o' your shirt-sleeves, an' 
tjje sun off the snow in your face, 

An' *arf o' the men on the drag-ropes to hold the 
old gun in ’er place — *Tss ! 'Tss ! 

^ Fcr you all love the screw-guns . . •ir 

% """™ ' 

Smokin’ my pipe on the mountings, sniffin' the 

mornin' cool, • 

I climbs in my old brown gaiters ahnig o L my old 
brown mule. 

The monkey can say what our road was — the wild- 
goat 'e knows where we passed. 

Stand easy, you long-eared old darlin's ! Out drag- 
ropes I With shrapnel ! Hold fast — *Tss i *TssJ 



iCREW-«UNS 
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For you all love the screw^j^uns — the screwy 
• guns they all love you ! ^ 

So when we take tea with a few guns^ o* 
course you will know what to cfo — hoo 1 
hoo ! 

Jest send in your Chief an' surrender — it's 
worse if you fights or you runs : 

You may hi<ie in the caves, they '11 only 
your graves, but you can't get away from 
the guns ! 



CELLS 

I *VE % head like a concertina : I’ve a tong*ue like a 
button-stick : « 

I ’ve a mouth like an old potato, and I ’m more than 
a little sick. 

But ^un o* the Corp'ral’s Guard : I 've 

made the cinders fly. 

And I 'm here in the Clink for a thundering drink 

and blacking the Corporal’s eye. 

V 

With a second-hand overcoat under my head. 

And a beautiful view of the yard, ^ 

O it ’s pack -drill for me and a fortijj^Jit^g^LjB. 

For ‘ drunk anB resisting the Guaitl ! ' 

Mad drunk and resisting the Guard-^ 

'Strewth, but I socked it them hard ! 

So it 's pack-drill for me and a fortnight's C. B. 

For * drunk and resisting the Guard.* 

20 



CELllfe ,21 

I started o’ canteen porter, I fimshed o' canteen,)^ 
beer, • ^ 

Bttt a dose o' gin that a mate slipped in, it yas that 
that brought me here. • 

'Twas that and an ex try double Guard that rubbed 
my nose in the dirt ; 

But I fell away with the Corp'ral's stock and the 
best of the Coif)'rars shirt. • 


• 

I left my cap in a public-house, my boots in the 
public road, ^ 

And Lord knows where, and I don’t care, my belt 
and my tunic goed ; 

They’ll stop my pay, they ’ll cut away the stripe^I 
^ used to wear, » 

But I left my mark on the Corp’ral’s face, and I 
thiilk he '11 keep it there ! 


My wife she cries on the barrack-gate, my kid in 
the barrack-yard. 

It ain't that I mind the Ord’ly room — it ’s that that 
cuts so hard. 
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'11 take my oatli before them both that I^will aure 
^ abstain^ « 

But as ^on as I tin in with a mate and gin> 1 know 
I *11 do it again ! 

With a second-hand overcoat under my head. 
And a beautiful view of the yard, 

Yes^ it *s pack-drill for me anj % fortnight*s C,B. 
For Mrunk and resisting the Guard !* ^ 

Jlad drunk and resisting the Guard — 
*Strewth, but I socked it them hard ! 

So it 's pack-drill for me and a fortnight's C.B. 
For 'drunk and resisting the Guard/ 



GUNGA DiN 


You may talk o* gin and iieer 
When you're quartered safe out 'ere. 

An' you 're sent to penny-fights an' Aldershot it ; 
But when it comeij^to slaughter 
You will do your work on 'water. 

An' you '11 lick the bloomin' boots of 'im thaf's got it. 
Now in Injia's sunny clime. 

Where I used to spend my time 
A-servin’ of 'Er Majesty the Queen, 

Of all them blackfaced creW 
The finest man I knew 
^ Was our regimental bhisti, Gunga Din. 

He was * Din 1 Din 1 Din ! 

^ Yoi^^limpin' lump o' brick-dust, Gunga Din! 

5 Hi ! slippery hiiherao 1 
•'Water, get it ! Ptnee lao ! ^ 

'Ydli squidgy-nosed old idol, Gunga Din.^ 

The uniform 'e wore 
Was nothin' much before, 

1 Bring water swiftly. 
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I ^ 

rather l^ss thi^i *arf o' that 
Fqr^ piece o' twisty ^ ^ 

An' a goatskin water-bag 

Was all t\e fieldjeqtiipment \ could ipd, ^ 

When the sweatin' troop-train lay 
In a sidin' through the day, ^ 

Where the 'eat would make your bloomin' eyebrows 
cr|wl. 

We shouted ' Harry By ! 

Till our throats were bricky-dry^ 

Then we wopped 'im 'cause 'e coul^n^ Bette ipa 
It was * Din ! ’Din ! Din 1 
^You 'eathen, where the mischief 'ave yod 

* You put some juMee^ in it ^ 

* Or I '11 marrow ^ you this minute 

‘Vf you don't up my helmet, Gunga Din 1^^ 

'E would dot an' caiTy one 
Till the longest day was done ; 

Ad’ 'e didn't seem to know the use o' feaar* 

If we charged or broke or cut, 

You could bet your bloomin' nut, 

'E'd be waitin' fifty paces right flank rear. 


1 Mr. Atkms's equivalent for * O brother,* 
* Be quick. » Hit you. 



WktQli «a ^ bi#“ mmifi ' Retire, ' 

%>mm ciw white, inside ^ 

^ ** 

’e V^i to tend the -wounded under fire 1 
" , ; 'lfw)M‘I»n! Din! Din'’ 

WItli il^e bullets kickin' dust-spots on thoigreen. 
f ^ When the cartridge ran outi 
I ^ You could hear the/ront-files shout, 

* Hi I amraunition-mules an* Gunga Din ! * 

1*^ 

¥ 

I sba*n’t forgtt the night ^ 

Wh^n I dropped be'ind the fight, 

^41^ % btfllet where my bel^plate should *a* been. 
I Watt ^dtin* mf d with thirst, ^ 

An* the man that spied me first ^ 

Wis^gitr good old grinnin*, gruntin' Gunga Din. 
*fi li^ed up my 'ead, 

Ajj^h^ plugged me where Jl bled, ^ 

jjji’de guV me 'arf-a-plnt o* water-green : 

It crawlin’ and it stuzik. 

But ^ ajl the drinks I 've drunk, 

I *m gratefullest to one from Gunga Din. 

1 Water-skin, 
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* 

It was ^Din I Din I Din ! 

0 

rf 'Ere 's a beggar with a bullet through 'is spleen; 
^ ^ 'E 's fhawin' up the ground, 

' An' «e 's kickin' all around ; 

'For Gawd's sake git the water, Gunga Din ! ' 

'E carried me away 
To w^iere a dooli lay. 

An' a ^^ullet come an* drilled the beggar clean. 

'E put me safe inside, 

An' just before 'e died, 

' I Jgpe you liked your drink,' sez Gunga Din, 

So I 'll meet 'im later on , **' 

At the place wtere 'e is gone — 

Where it 's always double drill and no canteen ; 

'll be squattiii' on the coals 
Givin' drink to poor damned souls. 

An* I 'll get a swig in hell from Gunga Dilf i 
Yes, Din ! Din ! Din ! 

M 

You Lazarushian-leather Gunga Din ! 

Though I *ve belted you and flayed you. 
By the livin' Gawd that made you, 

You *re a better man than 1 am, Gunga Din ! 



OpNTS 

(northern INDIA TRANSPORT TRAIN) 

Wot makes the soldier s 'eart to penk, wot makes 
'im to perspire ? 

It isn’t sts&idin’ up to charge nor lyin’ down* to fire ; 
But it *s everlastin’ waitin’ on a everlastin’*road 
For th% commissariat camel an# ’is commissariat load. 
O the oont,^ O the oont, O the commissariat 
oont ! 

Wifli 'is silly n^k a-bobbin’ like a basket 
full o' snakes ; 

We packs 'im like an idol, an’ you ought to 
'ear 'im grunt, • 

An’ when we gets *im loaded up ’is blessed 
^ girth-rope breaks. 

* 4 

Wot quakes the rear-guard swear so *ard when night 
is drorin' in, 

An' eveiy native follower is shiverin’ for 'is skin ? 

^ Camel : — 00 is pronounced like u in ‘bull,* but by Mr. 
Atkins to rhyme with * front.’ 
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• 

l^ain't the chanst being rushed by Paythans from 
tbe 'ills, ^ 

It's the ^mmissa|;iat camel puttin' on 'is bloomin' 
frills I • 

O the oont, O the oont, O the hairy scary 
oont ! ^ 

A-trippin* over tent-ropes when we 've got 
• the night alarm ! * 

socks 'im with a stretcher-pole an' *eads 
'im off i§ front. 

An' when we 've saved 'is bloomin' life 'e 
^ chaws our bloomin' arm. 

The 'orse 'e knows above a bit, the bullock's but a’ 
fool, 

The Elephant 's a gentleman, the battery-mule's a 
mule ; 

But the commissariat cara-u-el, when all is s^^fd an' 
done, 

'E's a devil an’ a ostrich an* a orphan-child in ^ne. 
O the oont, O the oont, O the Gawd*forsaken 
oont 1 

The lumpy-'umpy 'ummin'-bird a-singin' 
where 'e lies. 



€X>MTS 


n 

$ 

'E*s blocked the whol# division from ihp 
* rear-guard to the front, ^ 

An* when we get him up i^ain — the 
beggar goes an* dies ! 

*E*il gall an* chafe an* lame an* fight — ’e smells 
most a'^^ful vile ; 

*E *11 lose *isself for ever if you let *im stray a mile ; 
*E *s game to graze the ’ole day long an* ^owl the 
*ole night through, • 

An* when *e comes to greasy aground *e splits ’isself 
in two. 

O the oont, O the oont, O the fl^pin*, 
droppm’ oont ! 

When *is long legs give from under an* ’is 
meltin’ eye is dim. 

The tribes is up be'ind ii«, and the tribes 
is out in front — 

It ain’t no jam for Tommy, but it ’s kites 
^ an crows for^im. 

So iJhen the cruel march is done, an' when the 
roads is blind, 

An* wjien we sees the camp in front an* ’ears the 
shots be’ind, 
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i 

S?o ! then we strip^is saddle off, and all *is woes is 
gast : 

thinks on us that used *im so, and gets revenge 
at la^. 

O the oont, O the oont, O the floatin', 
bloatin' oont ! 

e 

The late lamented camel in the water-cut 
^ 'e lies ; c 

We keeps a mile be'ind *im an' we keeps a 
mile in front. 

But 'e gets into the drinkin' -casks, and 
then o’ course we dies. 



LOOT 

If you *ve ever stole a pheasant-egg be’ind the 
keeper's back. 

If you *ve ever s'Aigged the washin’ from the line, 

If you *ve ever crammed a gander in your bloomin' 
'aversack, ^ 

You will understand this little song o' mine. 

But the service rules are 'ard, an' from suc^ we 
are debarred, 

^ For the same with English morals does not suit. 
{Comet ; Toot ! toot I) 

W'y, they call a man a robber if 'e gtufFs 'is mar chin' 
clobber 
Witt the— 

I loo ! Lulu ! lulu ! Loo I loo 1 Loot 1 
loot ! loot 1 

Ow the loot ! 

Bloomin' loot 1 

That 's the thing to make the boys git up 
an' shoot I 
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It *s the ^me with dogs an* men^ 

If you^'d make *em come again 
Clap *em forward with a Loo ! loo ! Lulu ! 

Loot;! 

(jf*) Whoopee I Tear *im, puppy! Loo! loo! Lulu! 

Loot ! loot I loot ! 

c 

If you«ve knocked a nigger edgeways when 'e*8 
thrustin’ for your life. 

You must leave *i:gx veiy careful where *e fell; 

An’ may thank your stars an* gaiters if you didn*t 
feel *is knife 

That you ain’t told off to bury *im as well. 

Then the sweatin’ Tommies wonder as they spade 
the beggars under 

Why lootin’ should be entered as a crime ; 

So if my song you ’ll ’ear, I will learn you plain an^ 
clear « 

’Ow to pay yourself for fightin’ overtime >i . 
(Chorus) With \he loot, . . . 

if 

Now remember when you 're 'acking round a gilded 
Burma god 

That 'is eyes is very often precious stones ; 
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An' if you treat a nigger to a dose o' cleanin'- 
rod ^ 0 

'E 's like to show you everything 'e own^ 

When 'e won't prodooce no more, pour some water 
on the floor 

Where you^'ear it answer 'ollow to the boot 
{Cornet : Toot ! toot !) — 

When the ground Begins to sink, shove your ba 3 mick 
down the chink, ^ 

An^ you're sure to touch thejp— 

{Chorus) Loo 1 loo ! Lulu ! Loot ! loot 1 loot ! 

Ow the loot ! . . . * 


Wlien from 'ouse to 'ouse you 're 'unting, you must 
always work in pairs — ^ ^ 

It 'alves the gain, but safer you will find — 

For a flhigle man gets bottled on them twisty-wisty 

An' a woman comes and dobs 'im from be 'ind. 
When you've turned 'em inside out, an' it seems 
beyond a doubt 

As if there weren't enough to dust a flute 
{Comet : Toot ! toot !) — 
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^ Before you sling your *ook,atthe *ousetops take alook^ 

(T) 

F(§r it *s und^eath the tiles they 'ide the loot, 
{Qhxynis) Ow the loot ! . . . 

You can mostly square a Sergint an* a Quartermaster 
too, 

If you only take the proper way to ^o ; 

I could never keep my pickin's, but I*ve learned 
^ou all I knew — • 

An’ dpn't you never say I told you so. 

An’ now I ’ll bid goo|l-bye, for I ’m gettin* rather dry, 
An’ I see another tunin’ up to toot 
^ {Comet: Toot! toot!) — 

So ’ere ’s good-luck to those that wears the Widow’s 
clo’es, 

An’ the Devil send ’em all they want o* loot ! 

^ (Chorus)^ Yes, the loot. 

Bloomin’ loot ! 

In the tunic an’ the mess-tin an’ the lIBot 1 
It ’s the same with dogs an’ men?^ 

If you ’d make ’em come again ^ 
Whoop ’em forwaid with a Loo ! loo ! . Lulu ! 
Loot ! loot ! loot ! 

Heeya ! Sick ’im, puppy ! Loo I loo 1 Lulu I 
Loot! loot! loot! 



'SNARLEYOW* 


This *appened in a l^attle to a batt'ry of the oorps 
Which is first among the women an’ amaziij" first in 
war ; « 

An’ what the bloomin’ battle was I don’t remember 
now, ^ 

But Two ’s off-lead ’e answered to the name o’ Snarle- 
yow. 

Down in the Infantry, nobody cares ; 

Down in the Cavalry, ColoneJ ’e swears ; * 

, But down in the lead with the wheel at the 
m flog 

Turns the bold Bombardier to a little whipped 
dog ! ^ 

> ♦ 

They was movin’ into action, they was needed very 
sore, 

To learn a little schoolin' to a native army corps. 
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They *ad nipped against an uphill, they WAS tuckin* 
fdown the i^row. 

When tricky, trundlin’ roundshot give the knock 
to Snarleifow, 

They cut 'im loose an‘ left ’im — 'e was almost tore 
in two — ^ 

But he tried to follow after as,a well-trained *orse 
should do ; 

’E went an’ fouled the limber, an’ the Driver’s 
Brother squeals : 

^ Pull up, pull up for Snarleyow — ’is head ’s between 
’is ’eels ! ’ 

The Driver ’umped ’is shoulder, for the wheels was 
goin’ round, 

An’ there ain’% no ^Stop, conductor!’ when a 
batt’ry’s changin’ ground, 

Sez ’e : 'I broke the beggar in, an’ very sad^ feels, 

* But I couldn’t pull up, not for yow — ^youy ’ead be- 
tween your ’eels ! ' ^ 

’E ’adn’t ’ardly spoke the word, before a droppin* 
shell 

A little right the batt’ry an' between the sections feji; 



‘snarleIVow' #3r 

An’ when the smoke ’ad cleared away, before the 
limfier wheels, ^ 0 

There lay the Driver’s Brother with ’is ’ead^etween 
’is ’eels. • 

Then sez the Driver’s Brother, an’ ’is words was very 
plain, * 

' For Gawd’s own s%ke get over me, an’ put me out 
o* pain.’ 

They saw ’is wounds was morUal, an’ they judged 
that it was best, 

So they took an’ drove the limber straight across ’is 
back an* chest. 

The Driver ’e give nothin* ’cept a little coughin’ 
grunt, ^ 

But ’e swung ’is ’orses 'andsome when it came to 
' Action Front ! * 

An’ if one wheel was juicy, you may lay your Mon- 
day liead « 

’Twas^uicier for the niggers when the case begun 
to spread. 

The moril of this story, it is plainly to be seen : 

You ’avn’tgot no familieswhen servin’ of the Queen— 
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You 'avn’t got no j&rothers, fathers, sisters, wives, or 
^ons — ^ 

If you to win your battles take an' work your 
bloomin* guns ! 

Down in the Infantry, nobody cares ; 

Down in the Cavalry, Colonel 'e swears ; 

But down in the lead with the wheel at the flog 
/Turns the bold Bombardier to a little whipped 



TrfP. WIDOW AT WTNDSOH 


"Ave you 'card o’ the Widow at Windsor 
With a hairy gold crown on^’er ’ead ? 

She ’as ships on the foam — she ’as millions at ’ome, 
An’ she pays us poor beggars in red. 

(Ow, poor beggars in red ! ) 

There’s ’er nick on the cavalry ’orses, 

There’s ’er mark on the medical stores — 

An’ ’er troopers you ’ll find with affair wind be’ind 
That takes us to various wars. 

^Poor beggars ! — barbarious wars !) 

Then ’ere ’s to the Widow at Windsor, 

An' 'ere ’s to the stores an the guns, 
The men an’ the 'orses wliat makes up the 
forces 

O’ Missis Victorier’s sons. 

(Poor beggars ! Victorier’s sons !) 
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Walk wide o’ the Widow at Windsor, 

For *alf o’ Creation she owns : 

We 'ave bought *er the same with the sword an’ 
the flame, * 

An* we *ve salted it down with our bones. 

(Poor beggars ! — it ’s blue with our bones !) 

€ 

Hands off o’ tl^e sons o* the Widow, 

Hancjs off o’ the goods in ’er skop. 

For the Kings must come down an’ the Emperors 
frown ^ 

When the Widow at Windsor says ^ Stop ’ ! 

(Poor beggars ! — we’re sent to say ^Stop* !) 
Then ’ere ’s to the Lodge o’ the Widow, 
From the Pole to the Tropics it runs — 
To the Lodge that we tile with the rank 
i an’ the file. 

All’ open in form with the guns. 

(Poor beggars ! — it’s always they gu&i^ !) 

We ’ave ’eard o’ the Wiflow at Windsor, 

# c. 

It ’s safest to let ’er alone ; 

For ’er sentries we stand by the sea an’ the |atid 
Wherever the bugles are blown. 

(Poor beggai-^ ! — an’ don’t we get blown !) 
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Take 'old o’ the Wings o' the 

An' fldj? round the earth till you 're dead ; ^ 

But you won't get away from the tune that t^ey play 
.'J'o the bloomin' old rag over'ead.\ 

(Poor beggars ! — it *s 'ot over'ead !) 

Then 'ere 's to the sons o' the Widow, 
Wherever, 'owever they roam. 

'Ere 's all Aey desire, an' if they retjuire 
A speedy return to their 'ome. 

(Poor beggars ! — they 'y never see 'ome !) 



BELTS 

There was a row in Silver Street tliat*s near to 
Eublin Quay, ^ 

Between an Irish regiment an' English cavalree ; 

It started at Reveliy an' it lasted on till dark : 

The 6rst man dropped at Harrison's, the last fominst 
^ the Park. 

For it was: — Belts, belts, belts, an* that's 
one for you I' 

An’ it was Belts, belts, belts, an' that 's done 
for ^ou ! ' 

O buckle an’ tongue 

Was the song that we sung 

From Harrison's down to the Park! 

• <5 

V 

There was a row in Silver Street — the regiments 
was out. 

They called us ^ Delhi Rebels,' an’ we answered 
' Threes about 1 ' 

4S c 
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■ % 

That drew them like a hornet's nest — we met them 
good €m* large^ ^ ^ 

The English at the double an' the Irisl» at the 
^ charge. * • 

Then it was : — ^ Belts . . . 

There was a row in Silver Street — an’ I was in it 
t6o ; * 

We passed the time o' day, an' then the b^lts went 
whirraru ! t 

I misremember what occurred, but subsequint the 
storm !» 

A Freemans Journal Supplemint was all my uniform. 
O it was ; — ‘ Belts . . . 

There was a row in Silver Street^they sent the 
Polis there, 

^The Hlftiglish were too drunk to know, the Irish 
didn't care ; 

But when they grew impertinint we simultaneous 
rose. 

Till half o' them was LifFey mud an’ half was 
tatthered clo'es. 


For it was : — ' Belts , . . 
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There was a row in Silver Street — ^it might ha' 
^ged till i^w. 

But soncp one drew his side-arm clear, an* nobody 

( 

knew how ; c ' 

*Twas Hogan took the point an* dropped ; we saw 
the red blood run : 

An* so we all was murderers that started out in fun. 

?#Vhile it was : — ^ Belts . . 

There was a row in Silver Street — but that put down 
the shine, 

Wi3 each man whisperin* to his next : '*Twas never 
work o’ mine ! * 

We went away like beaten dogs, an’ down the street 
we bore him. 

The poor dumb corpse that couldn’t tell the bhoys 
were sorry for him. 

When it was : — * Beits . , . 

There was a row in Silver Street — it isn't over 
yet. 

For half of us are under guard wid punishments to 
get; 



Tis all a merricle to me as Clink I lie : 

There was a row in Silver Street — Ijegod, I winder 
why I f 

But it was : — ^ Belts^ belts^ .belts, an’ that ’s 
one for you ! * 

An* it^was ‘ Belts, belts, belts, an* that *s done 
for you \ * 

O buckle aif tongue 

Was the song that we sung 

From Harrison’s down ta the Park I 



T^E YOlJNG BRITISH SOLDIER 


When the 'arf-made recruity goes out to the East 
*E acts like a babe an* *e drinks like arbeast. 

An* *e wonders because *e is frequent deceased 
Rre *e *s fit for to serve as a soldier. 

< Serve, serve, serve as a soldier. 

Serve, s^rve, serve as a soldier. 

Serve, serve, serve as a soldier, 

, ^ So-oldier of the Queen ! 

Now all you recruities what 's drafted to-day. 

You shut up your rag-box an* *ark to my lay. 

An*, I *11 sing you a soldier as far as I may : 

A soldier what *s fit for a soldier. 

Fit, fit, fit for a soldier . . . 

First mind you steer clear o’ the grog-sellerg* huts. 
For they sell you Fixecf Bay' nets that rots out your 
guts— 

Ay, drink that *ud eat the live steel from your butts — 
An* it *s bad for the young British Soldier. 
Bad, bad, bad for the soldier . . . 
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t^en the cholera comes — as % will past a doubt — 
Keep out*of the wet and don’t go on the shout, 

For the sickness gets in as the liquor dies oi^ 

„ I An* it crumples the young British soldier. 

Crum-, crum-, crumples the soldier . . . 

But the worst ft* your foes is the sun over*ead : 

You must wear your *elmet for all that is said ; 

If *e finds you uncovered *e *11 knock you down 
dead, * 

An* you *11 die like a fool of a soldier. 

Fool, fool, fool of a soldier . . . 

If you 're cast for fatigue by a sergeant unkind, 
Don't grouse like a woman nor crack on nor 
blind ; 

Be hAndy and civil, and then you will find > 

That it*s beer for the young British soldier. 

’ Beer, beer, beer for the soldier . . . 

Now, if you must marry, take tare she is old — 

A troop-sergeant's widow *s the nicest I *m told. 

For beauty won't help if your rations is cold, 

Nor love ain't enough for a soldier. 

'Nough, 'nough, 'nough for a soldier . . , 
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If th« wife shoul<^ go wrong with a comrade, be loth 
To shoot ¥rhen you catch 'em — you'll swing, on my 
!— ^ 

Make 'im take 'er and keep 'er : that's Hell «for 
them both. 

An* you 're shut o' the curse of a soldier. 
Curse, curse, curse of a soldier . . . 

When first under fire an' you 're wishful to duck. 
Don’t look nor take 'eed at the man that is struck. 
Be thankful you 're livin', and trust to your luck 
And march to ypur front like a soldier. 

^ Front, front, front like a soldier . . . 

When 'arf of your bullets fly wide in the ditch. 
Don’t call your Martini a cross-eyed old bitch ; 

She 's human ay you are — you treat her as sich, 

An’ she ’ll fight for the young British soldier. 
Fight, fight, fight for the soldier^. 

When shakin’ their bustles like ladies so fine, 

Ci 

The guns o' the enemy wheel into line. 

Shoot low at the limbers an’ don’t mind the shine, 
For noise never startles the soldier. 

Start-, start-, startles the soldier . . . 
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If your officer’s dead and the sergeants look white, 
Bemember it *s ruin to run from a figjit : 

So take open order, lie down, and sit tight, i 
\ And wuit for supports like a soldier. 

Wait, wait, wait like a soldier . . , 

When you ’re* wounded and left on Afghanistan’s 
plains, ^ 

And the women come out to cut up what remains, 
Jest roll to your rifle and blow out your brains 
An’ go to your Gawd like a soldier. 

Go^ go, go like a soldier. 

Go, go, go like a soldier, 
go, go like a soldier, 

So-oldier of the Queen ! 



MANDALAY 


By the old Moulmeiii Pagoda, lookin’ eastward to 
the sea, 

There’s a Burma girl a-settin’, and I know she 
thinks o’ me ; ‘ 

For the ^ind is in the palm-trees, and the temple- 
bells they say :v 

' Come you back, you British soldier ; come you baqk 
^ to Mandalay ! ’ 

Come you back to Mandalay, 

Where the old Flotilla lay : 

Can’t you ’ear their paddles chunkin’ from 
t Rangoon to Mandalay ? 

On the road to Mandalay, 

Where the flyin'-fishes play. 

An’ the dawn comes up like thunder outer 

n * 

China ’crost the Bay ! 

© 

'Er petticoat was yaller an’ ’er little cap was green. 
An’ ’er name was Supi-yaw-lat — jes* the same as 

Theebaw’s Queen, 

60 ^ 
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An' I seed her first a-smokin’ of a whackin' white 
cheroot, * ^ 

An' a-wastin* Christian kisses on an 'eathlKi idol's 
• foot: • 

Bloomin' idol made o' mud — 

Wot tiiey called the Great Gawd Budd — 

Plucky lot she cared for idols when I kissed 

f • 

'er where she stud 1 

On the road to Mandalay . . . 


When the mist was t)n the rice-fields an' the sun 

m 

was droppin* slow, ^ 

She'd git 'er little banjo an' she'd sing ^Kulla- 
lo’lo ! ' 

With 'er arm upon my shoulder an' 'er cheek §gin 
my. cheek 

dSiacap^tfer watch the steamers an' the hathis pilin’ 
teak. 

Elephints a-pilin’ tea£ 

In the sludgy, squdgy creek. 

Where the silence 'ung that 'eavy you was 
'arf afraid to speak ! 

On the road to Mandalay . . . 
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0 

But that's all shove be'ind me — long ago an* fur 

An* theile ain't no 'busses runnin* from the Bank to 
Mandalay ; • • 

An* I ’m leamin* 'ere in London what the ten-year 
soldier tells : 

‘ If you*ve 'card the East a-callin*, you won't never 
*ee€ naught else.’ * 

N<j ! you won't *eed nothin* else 
But them spity garlic smells, 

An* the sunshine an* the palm-trees an* the 
tinkly temple-bells ; 

On the road to Mandalay . . . 

I am sick o’ wastin' leather on these gritty pavin*- 
•stones, 0 

An* the blasted Henglish drizzle wakes t^ fever in 
my bones ; 

Tho* I walks with fifty 'ousemaids outer Chelsea to 
the Strand, 

An* they talks a lot o’ lovin', but wot dp they 
understand ? 

An Beefy face an’ grubby 'and — 

\ Law ! wot do tliey understand ? 
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IVe a neater, sweeter maiden in a cleaner, 
greener land ! ^ 

On the road to Mandalay . . . 

Ship me somewheres east of Suez, where the best is 
like the worst, 

> Wheife there aren't no Ten Commandments an' a 
man can raise 1 thirst ; t 

For the temple-bells are callin', an’ it 's there that 
I would be — • 

By the old Moulmein Pagoda, looking lazy at the 
sea ; 

On the road to Mandalay, 

Where the old Flotilla lay, 

With our sick beneath the awnings when we 
went to Mandalay ! , # 

0 file road to Mandalay, 

** Where the flyin'-fishes play, 

4n' the dawn comes up like thunder outer 
^ China 'crost the Bay ! 



TROOPIN* 

(our army in the*east) 

Troopin’, troopin’, tioopin’ to the sea : 

*Ere ’s September come again — the six-year men are 

free. 

w 

O leave the dead be’ind us, for they cannot come 
away 

To where the ship ’s a-coalin’ up that takes us *ome 
« to-day. , 

We *re goin* ’orae, we ’re goin’ ’ome. 

Our ship is at the shore. 

An* you must pack your ’aversack, ^ 

For we won’t come back no more. 

Ho, don’t you grieve for me. 

My lovely Mary-Ann, 

For I ’ll marry you yit on a fourp'tty bit 
As a time-expired man. 

H f 
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The Malabar 's in ’arbour with tl^e Jumner at 'er tail. 
An' the*time-expired 's waitin' of 'is orders for to sail. 
Ho 1 the weary waitin' when on Khyber 'iPj^e lay, 
But the time-expired's waitin' 6f 'is orders 'ome 
to-day. 

They *11 turn us out at Portsmouth wharf in cold an' 
wet an* rain, • ^ 

All wearin' Injian cotton kit, but we will not com- 
plain ; ^ 

They '11 kill us of pneumonia — for tliat 's their little 
way— ^ 

But damn the chills and fever, men, we're goin' 
'ome to-day ! 

!Troopin*, troopin', winter's round ^gaiii ! • 

See the new draf 's pourin' in for the old campaign ; 
poor recruities, but you 've got to earn your 

What's the last from Lunnon, lads We're goin’ 
there to-day. 

Troopin', troopin', give another cheer — 

'Ere'$ to English women an' a quart of English beer. 
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The Colonel an’ the Regiment an' all who 've goi to 
stay, 

Gawd^^ercy strike ’em gentle — Whoopi we’re 
goin* *ome to-day. 

We ’re goin’ ’ome, we 're goin’ ’ome. 

Our ship is at the shore^ 

An* you must pack your ’aversack, 

^ For we won’t come back no more. 

Ho, don’t you grieve for me, 

^ly lovely ^ary-Ann, 

For I ’ll marry you yit on a fourp’ny bit 
As a time-expired man. 



THE WIDOW'S PARTY 

‘ Whbi^ have you been this while away, 

* Jahnnie, Johnnie ? ' 

Out with the rest on a picnic lay, 

Johnnie, my Jc^nnie, aha 1 
They ealled us out of the barrack-yard 
To Gawd knows where from Gosport Hard, 

And you can't refuse when you get the card, 

» And the Widow gives the party. 

{Bugle : Ta — rara — ra-ra-rara !) 

^What did you get to eat and drink, 
iiiiiMra.^ ^ Johnnie, Johnnie ^ ' 

Standii^ water as thick as ink, 

Johnnie, my* Johnnie, aha ! 

A bit o’ beef that were three year stored, 

A bit o* mutton as tough as a board. 

And a fowl we killed with a sergeant’s sword. 

When the Widow give the party, 
iP7 
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* What did you do for knives and forks, 

^ ^ Johnnie, Johnnie ? * 

'V^ljarries 'em with us wherever we walks, 

* Johnnie, my Johnnie, aha I 
And some was sliced and some was halved. 

And some ^as crimped and some was carved, 

,«r *' 

And some was gutted and some was starved. 

When the Vf idow give the party. 

' What ha’ you done with half your mess, 

^ 'Johnnie, Johnnie ?' 

They couldn’t do more and they wouldn't do less, 
Johnnie, my Johnnie, aha ! 

They ate their whack and they drank their fill, 
^nd I think the rations has made them ill. 

For half my comp’ny ’s lying still 

Where the Widow give thtf^pWyTv 

' How did you get away — away, 

' Johnnie, Johnnie ? ' 

On the broad o' my back at the end o' the day, 
Johnnie, my Johnnie, aha ! 
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I corned away like a bleedin* toff. 

For I g^t four niggers to carry me off, 

As I lay in the bight of a canvas trough. 

When the Widow*give the party. 

^ What was the end of all the show, 

Aohnnie, Johnnie ? * ^ 

Ask my Colonel, for T don’t know, 

Johnnie, my Johnnie, aha ! 

We broke a King and we built a road — 

A court-house stands where the reg’ment goed. 
And the river ’s clean where the raw blood floweS 
When the Widow give the party. 
{Bugle : Ta — rara — ra-ra-rara !) 



FORD O* KABUL RIVER 


Kabul towL^ppjby Kabul river — 

Blow the bugle, draw the sword— 

There I lef my mate for ever,^ 

Wet an drippin' by the ford. 

Ford, ford, fyrd o' Kabul river, 

Ford o* Kabul river in the dark ! 

There's the river up and brimmin', an' 
there 's 'arf a squadron swimmin' 
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark. 

I^jabul town 's ^ blasted place — 

Blow the bugle, draw the sword — 

'Strewth I sha'n’t forget 'is face 
Wet an' drippin' by the ford ! 

Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river, 

Ford o' Kabul river in the dark ! 

Keep the crossing-stakes beside you, an' they 
will surely guide you 

'Cross the ford of Kabul river in the dark. 
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Kabul town is sun and dust — 

the bugle^ draw the sword — 

f 

I ’d ha' sooner drownded fust 
'Stead of 'im beside the ford. *, 

Fordj ford, ford o' Kabul river. 

Ford o' Kabul river in the dark ! 

You can 'ear the orses threshin", you can 
'ear th« men a-splashin*, ^ 

'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark. 

• 

Kabul town was ours to take — 

Blow the bugle, draw the sword — 

I 'd ha' left it for 'is sake — 

• 'Im that left me by the ford. 

Ford, ford, ford o* Kabul river. 

Ford o' Kabul river in the ^ark ! 

It's none so bloomin' dry there; ain’t you 
never cornin' nigh there, 

'Cross the ford o* Kabul river in the dark } 

* ' • 

Kabul town '11 go to hell — 

Blow the bugle, draw the sword — 

'Fore 1 see him 'live an' well — 

'Im the best beside the ford. 
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Fordj fordy^rd o Kabul river. 

Ford o* Kabul river in the dark I* 

^.Gawd ’elp *em if they blunder^ for their 
l?(5ots '11 pull 'em under, 

By the ford u' Kabul river in the dark. 

Turn your 'orse from Kabul town — 
plow the bugle, draw the# word — 

'Im an* 'arf my troop is down, 

Down an* dro^wnded by the ford. 

Ford, ford, ford o* Kabul river. 

Ford o* Kabul river in the dark ! 

There's the river low an* fallin*, but it ain't 
no use o' callin' 

'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark. 



GENTLEMEN-KANKRKS 


To the legion of the lost ones, to the cohort of 
the daitined • 

To my brethren ii^ their sorrow overseas. 

Sings a gentleman of England cleanly bred,machinely 
^ crammed, ^ 

And a trooper of the Empress, if you please. 

Yea, a trooper of the forces who has run his own six 
horses, ^ 

And faith he went the pace and went it blind, 
And the world was more than kin while he held the 
ready tin. 

But to-day the Sergeant's something less than kind. 
We're poor little lambs who've lost our way. 
Baa ! Baa ! Baa ! 

*re little black sheop who 've gone astray, 
• Baa — aa — aa ! 

Gentlemen-rankers out on the spree. 

Damned from here to Eternity, 

God ha' mercy on such as we. 

Baa! Yah! Bah! ^ 
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t 

Oh, it’s sweet to sweat through stables, sweet to 
empty kitchen slops, * 

Arfv?^ it ’s sweet to hear the tales the troopers tell. 
To dance with JAowzy housemaids at the regimentaL 
hops 

And thrash the cad who says you waltz too well. 

Y es, it makes you cock-a-^oop to be ^ Rider * to your 
troop, 

And branded with a blasted worsted spur, 

"Vvliien you envy, <? how keenly, one poor Tommy 
being cleanly 

Who blacks your boots and sometimes calls you^Sir.’ 

If the home we never write to, and the oaths we 
never keep. 

And all we know most distant and most dear. 
Across the snoring barrack-room return to break our 
sleep. 

Can you blame us if we soak ourselves in beer ? 
When the drunken comrade mutters and the great 
guard-lantern gutters i 

And the horror of our fall is written plain. 

Every secret, self-revealing on the aching white- 
washed ceiling. 

Do you wonder that we drug ourselves from pain ? 
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We have done with Hope and Honour, we are lost 
to TLove and Truth, 

We are dropping down the laddeV rung by Aing, 
th#measure of our torment iljthe measure of 
our youth. 

God help us, for we knew the worst too young 1 

* * 

Our shame is clean repentance for the crime that 
brought the sentence, # 

Our pride it is to know no spur of pride, 

Apd the Curse of Reuben holds till an alien tflff 
enfolds us 

And we die, and none can tell Them where we 
died. 

We 're poor little lambs who Ve lost our way, 
Baa ! Baa ! Baa ! 

-We *re little black sheep who ^ve gone astr^, 
Baa — aa — aa I 

Gentlemen-rankers out on the spree. 

Damned from here to Eternity, 

God ha' mercy on such*as we, 

* Baa ! Yah 1 Bah 1 
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We *re marchin' on relief over Injia*s sunny plains^ 
A little front o* Christmafi-time an* just be*ind the 
Rains ; 

I •' 

Ho ! get away you bullock-man, you *ve 'card the 
^ ^ bu^ie blowed, 

i 

There ’s a regiment a comin down the Grand Trunk 
Road ; 

* With its best foot first 

And the road a-sliding past. 

An* every bloomin* campin* -ground exactly 
like the last ; ^ 

^ While tfie Big Drum says. 

With *is ‘ roTvdy-dowdy-dow ! * — 

*Kiko Jassy warsti don*t you hamsker Ufgy jowV ^ 

Oh, there’s them Injian temples to admir^ when 
you see. 

There's the peacock round the comer an' the 

monkey up the tree, 

1 W^y don't you get ott? 
set 
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An* tjtere's that rummy silver grass a-*wavin' in the 
wind?, 

An* the old Grand Trunk a-trailin' like a riflensling 
» ^ « behind, • , 

Wjiile it *s best foot first, . . . 

At half-past five’s Revelly^ an’ our tents they down 
must come. 

Like a lot of button mushrooms when you pick ’em 
up at ’ome. • 

But it 's over in a minute, an’ at six the column starts, 
While the women and the kiddies sit an* shiver in 
the carts. • 

An’ it ’s best foot first, . . . 

Oh, then it ’s open order, an* we lights our pipes an’ 

An* we talks about our rations an’ a lot of other things. 
An* we thinks b’ friends in England, an’ we wonders 
wiiat thfey 're at. 

An* *ow they would admire fdr to hear us sling the 

An’ it 's best foot first, ... 

^ Laagiiage. Thomas’s first and firmest conviction is that he is 
a profound Orientalist and a fiuent speaker of Hindustani. As 
a matter of fact, he depends largely on the sign-language. 
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It *s none so bad o* Sui\day, when you 're lyin^ at 

# 

your ease^ 

To watch the kites a-wheeliii' round them feather*- 
'eaded tree §, ^ • 

For although there ain't no women, yet there ain't no 
barrick-yards, ^ 

So the orficers goes shootin' an* the men they plays 
at: cards. • 

Till it's best foot first, . . . 

% 

^ i 

So*' ark an' 'eed, you rookies, which is always grum- 

* blin' sore, 

There 's worser things than marchin' from Umballa 
to Cawnpore ; 

An' if your 'eels are blistered an* they feels to 'urt 
' like 'ell, • 

You drop some tallow in your socks an' that will 
make 'em well. 

For it’s best fqpt first, . . * 

f 

We 're marchin' on relief over Injia's coral strand, 

Eight 'undred fightin' Englishmen, the Colonel, and 
the Band ; 
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Jlo! get away you bullock-man, you've 'card the 
bugle blowed. 

There 's a regiment a-comin* down the Grand Trunk 
. Road ; 

Witl^its best foot first 
And the road a-sliding past. 

An' every bloomin' campin -ground exactly 
like the fast ; 

While the Big Drum says. 

With 'is ‘ rowdy-dorvdy^omi * — 

* Kiko kissywarsti don't you hamsher argyjotHf ? ' 



SHILLIN’ A DAY 

My n^e is O* Kelly, I 've heard the Revelly 
From B^rr to Bareilly, from Leeds to Lahore, 
Hong-Kong and Poshawur, 

Lniknow and Etawah, 

j^nd fifty-five more all endin' in ^pore/ 

Blaik Death and his quickness, the depth and the 
thickness. 

Of sorrow and sickness I 've known on my way. 

But I 'm old and I 'm nervis, 

I 'm cast from the Service, 

And all I deserve is a shillin' a day. 

{Chorus) Shilliiv a day. 

Bloomin' good pay — 

Lucky to touch it, a shillin'* a day ! 

Oh, it drives me half crazy to think of the daya I 

Went slap for the Ghazi, my sword at my side, 
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When we rode Hell-for-leather 
Both sqtfadrons together. 

That didn't care whether we lived or we died. 
3i^it'8 no use despairin', my wift\must go charin' 
An* rae^StN^issairin' the pay-bills to better, 

So if me you be 'old 
In the wet and the cold,* 

By the Grand Metrapold won’t you give me a letter i 

{Full chorus) Give 'im a letter — 

'Can’t do no bette#, 

Late Troop-Sergeant-Major an' — runf 
with a letter ! 

Think what 'e’s been, 

Think what 'e *s seen, 

Think of his pension an' 


Gawd save the Queen . 




OTHER VER*SES 




THElSALLAD OF EAST AND WEST 


* » 

Ohf East is East, and West is West, and never the twain 

jj, 

shall meet, 

Till Earth and Sh/ stand presently at G^d^s great 
Judgment Seat ; * 

But there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, 
nor Birth, % 

When two strong men stand face to face, tho* they come 
from ike ends of the earth ! 


Kama) is out with twenty men to raise the Border** 

And he has lifted the Coloners mare that is the 

Colonel* s pride : 

§ 

He has lifted her out of the stable-door between the 
dawn and the day^ 

And turned the calkins upon her feet^ and ridden 
her far away. 
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Then up and spoke the Coloners son that led a 
troop of the Guides : 

* Is there never a man of all my men can say where 

Kamal hides 

Then up and spoke Mahommed Khan^^^ie son ot 
the Ressaldar : 

* If ye know the track of the moming-mist, ye know 

where his pickets are. •' 

* At dusk he harries the Abazai — ^at dawn he is into 

Silonair, « 

' But he must go by Fort Bukloh to his own place to 
fare, 

^So if ye gallop to Fort Bukloh as fast as a bird can 

‘ By the favour of God ye may cut him off ere he 
^ win to the Tongue of Jagai. 

* But if he be past the Tongue of Jagai, right swiftly 

turn ye then, 

^ For the length and the breadth of that grisly plain 
is sown with Kamal’s men. 

^ There is rock to the left, and rock to the right, and 
lew lean thorn between, 

' And ye may hear a breech-bolt snick where neyer a 
man is seen,* 
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ThetCbloners son has taken a horse, and a raw 
TOU01 dim was he. 

With the mouth of a bell and the heart of Hell 
i^^nd the head of the gallows-titws. 

The ColSlhil^ son to the Fort has won, they bid him 
stay to eat — 

Who rides at the tail of a Border thief, he sits not 
long at his meat. # 

He *a up and away from Fort Bukloh as fast as he 


can fly, • ^ 

Till he was aware of his father's mare in the gut of 
the Tongue of Jagai, ^ 

Till he was aware of his father's mare with Kamal 
upon her back. 

And when he could spy the white of her eye, he 
made the pistol crack. , ^ 

He h<w 8 fired once, he has fired twice, but the whist- 
ling ball went wide, 

'Ye shoot like a soldier/ Kamal said. 'Show now 
if ye can ride.' 

It 's up and over the Tongue of Jagai, as blown dust- 
devils go, 

The dim he fled like a stag of ten, but the mare like 
a barren doe. 
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dim he leaned against the bit and slugged Ids 
head above, 

But the red mare played with the snaffle-bai^y as a 


maiden plays with a glove. 

There was rock to the left and rock 



and low lean thorn between, 

# • 

And thrice he heard a breech-bolt snick tho' never 


^man was seen. • 

They ha^ ridden the low moon out of the sky, their 
^oofs drum up the dawn. 

The dun he went like a wounded bull, but the mare 

like a new-roused fawn. 

c 

The dun he fell at a water-course — ^in a woful heap 
fell he. 

And Kamal has turned the red mare back, and 
^ pulled the^rider free. 

He has knocked the pistol out of his hand--i-8mall 
room was there to strive^ 

* *Twas only by favour of mine/ quoth he, ‘ ye unde 
so long alive : ^ 

'There was not a rock for twenty mile, thiMre was 
not a clump of tree, 

' But covered a man of my own men with his r^e 
cocked on his knee. 
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^If 1 hitd m&ed my bridle-hand« m I have held 
it loV, 

^ The little jackals that flee so fast were feasting all 
* ^narow: •, 

^ If I haiN^^ed my head on my breast, as I have 
held it high, 

'The kite that whistles above us now were gorged 
till she could n#t fly/ # 

lightly answered the ColoneFs son ; ' Do good to 
, bird and beast, • ^ 

‘ But count who come for the broken meats before 
thou makest a feast. 

' If there should follow a thousand swords to carry 
my bones away, 

^ Belike the price of a jackal's meal were more than 
a thief could pay. ^ ^ 

' They will feed their horse on the standing crop, 
their men on the garnered grain, 

' The thatch of the byres will serve their fires when 
all the cattle are slain. 

&it if thou thinkest the price be fair, — thy brethren 
wait to sup, 

' The hound is kin to the jackal>spawn, — howl, dog, 
and call them up I 
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^And if thou thinkest the price be high^ in steer 
and gear and stacks ° 

^Give me my father’s mare again, and I *11 fight my 
own way b^ek ! ’ 

Kamal has gripped him by the hand ^prf^et him 
upon his feet. 

^No talk shall be of dogs, said he, 'when wolf and 
gaey wolf meet. ^ 

' May I eat dirt if thou hast hurt of me in deed or 

t % 

' What dam of lances brought thee forth to jest at 
the dawn with Death ? ’ 

Lightly answered the ColoneFs son : ' I hold by the 
blood of my clan ; 

' Take up the mare for my father’s gift — by God, 
^ she has carried a man ! ’ 

The red mare ran to the Colonel’s son, and nuzzled 
against his breast ; 

‘ We be two strong men,* said Kamal then, ‘ but she 
loveth the younger best. 

‘ So she shall go with a lifter’s dower, my turquoise- 
studded rein, 

*My broidered saddle and saddle-cloth, and silver 
stirrups twain.* 
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The Colonel’s son a pistol drew and held it muzzle- 
end, 

^ Ye have taken the one from a foe/ said he ; ^ will 
* take the mate from a frienctf * 

' A gift for a^iftj' said Kamal straight ; * a limb for 
the risk gf a limb. ^ 

' Thy father has sent his son to me, I ’ll send my 
son to him I ’ * ^ 

With that he whistled his only son, tha^ dropped 
from a mountain-crest — • ^ 

He trod the ling like a buck in spring, and he 
looked like a lance in rest. • 

' Now here is thy master,’ Kamal said, ^who leads a 
troop of the Guides, 

' And thou must ride at his left side as shield on 
shoulder rides. • • 

'Till Death or I cut loose the tie, at camp and 
board and bed, 

' Thy life is his — thy fate it is to guard him with 
head. 

'So, thoitmust eat the White Queen’s meat, and all 
her foes are thine, 

'And thou must harry thy father’s hold for the 
peace of the Border-line, 

F 
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^ And thou must make a trooper tough and^hack thy 
way to power — 

* Belike they will raise thee to Ressaldar when I am 
hanged in *^eshawur.* 


They have looked each other between the eyes, and 
there they found no fault. 

They hare taken the Oath of the Broth er-in-Blobd 
on leavened bread and salt : 

Tliey have taken the Oath of the Brother-in-Blood 

' on fire and fresh-cut sod. 

On the hilt and the haft of the Khyber knife, and 
, the Wondrous Names of God. 

The Colonel’s son he rides the mare and Kamal's 
^ boy the difn, 

And two have come back to Fort Bukloh where 
there went forth but one. 

And when they drew to the Quarter-Guard, full 
twenty swords flew cle^r — ■ ^ 

There was not a man but carried his feud' with the 
blood of the mountaineer. 

* Ha' done I ha' done ! ’ said the (Jolonel's son. 
* Put jip the steel at your sides ! 
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' Last nijfht ye had struck at a Border thief— to- , 
night 'tis a man of the Guides ! " 

Ohf East is East, and West is West, and never the twain 

‘ I 

shall meet, 

Till Earth and Sky stand presently at God*s great 
Judgment Seat ; 

But there is neither Ekst nor West, Border, nor Breed, 
nor Birth, 

When two strong iwen stand face to^face, iho* they^ome 
from the ends of the earth / 



THE LAST SUTTEE 


Not many years ago a King died in 07 % of the Bajpoot 
States, His wives, disregarding the orders of the English 
against Suttee, would have broken out of the palace had not 
the ^tes been barred. But one tf them, disguised as the 
King*s favourite dancing-girl, passed through the line of 
guards a%d reached the pyre. There, her courage failing, 
she prayed her cousin, a baron of the court, to kill her. 
This he did, not knowing who she was, 

Udai Chand lay sick to death 
In his hold by Gungra hill. 

All night we heard the death-gongs ring 

For the soul of the dying Rajpoot King, 

% 

All night beat up from the women's wing 
A cry that we could not still. 

^All night the barons came and went. 

The lords of the outer guard : 

All night the cressets glimmered pale 

On Ulwar sabre and Tonk jezail, 

Mewar headstall and Marwar mail. 

That clinked in the palace yard. 
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In the Golden room on the palace roof 
* All night he fought for air : 

4nd there was sobbing behind the screen, 
Rustle and whisper of women ji^nseen, 

And the hungry eyes of the Boondi Queen 

On the death she might not share. 

• # 

He passed at dawn — the death-fire leapeff 
From ridge to river-head, ^ 

From the Malwa plains to tie Abu scars ¥ 
And wail upon wail went up to the stars 
Behind the grim zenana-bars, ^ 

When they knew that the King was dead. 

The dumb priest knelt to tie his mouth 
And robe him for the pyre! 

The Boondi Queen beneath us cried : 

‘ See, now, that we die as our mothers died 
\ In the bridal-bed by our master's side ! 

• ‘ Out, women ! — to the fire ! ' 

We drove the great gates home apace : 

White hands were on the sill : 
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But ere the rush of the unseen feet 
Had reached the turn to the open strefet, 

'The bars shot down, the guard-drum beat — 
We hejd the dovecot still. 

A face looked down in the gathering day, 

And laughing sp«ke from th^wall : 

' Oh^, they mourn here : let me by — 

' Azizun, the Lucknow nautch-girl, I ! 

^ Wh«n the house is rotten, the rats must fly, 

^ * And I seek another thrall. 

' For I ruled the King as ne*er did Queen, — 

‘ To-night the Queens rule me ! 

‘ Guard them safely, but let me go, 

^ Or ever they pay the debt they owe 
c ^ In scourgei and torture ! * She leaped below. 
And the grim guard watched her flee. 

They knew that the King had spent his soul 
On a North-bred dancing-girl : 

That he prayed to a flat-nosed Lucknow god. 
And kissed the ground where her feet had trod. 
And doomed to death at her drunken nod. 

And swore by her lightest curl. 
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We bore the King to his fathers' place. 

Where the tombs of the Sunf-bom stand : 
Where the grey apes swing, aiid the peacocks preen 
On fretted pillar and jewelled screen. 

And the wild boar couch in the hbuse of the 
Qneen 

On tlffe drift of thte desert sand. 

The herald read fiis titles forth. 

We set the logs aglow ; 

^ Friend of the English, free ffoni fear, 

^ Barcn of Luni to Jeysulmeer, 

* Lord of the Desert of Bikaneer, 

^ King of the Jungle, — go V 

All night the red flame stabbed the sky 
With wavering wind-tossed spears : 

9 

And out of a shattered temple crept 
A woman who veiled her head and wept, 

And called on the King — but the gi*eat King 
slept. 

And turned not for her tears. 

Small thought had he to mark the strife — 

/Cold fear with hot desire — 
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When thrice she leaped from the leaping flame, 
And thrice she beat her breast for shamdj 
And thrice like a wounded dove she came 

And moaned about the fire. 

•• 

One watchedj a bow-shot from the blaze, 

The silent streets between, • 

Who had stood by the King in sport and fray, 

To ^lade in ambush or boar at bay. 

And he ^as a baron old and grey, 

Mind kin to rtie Boondi Queen. 

He said : ‘ 0 shameless, put aside / 

* The veil upon thy brow ! 

^ Who held the King and all his land 
*To the wanton will of a harlot’s hand ! 

' Will the white ash rise from the blistered brand 

f 

^ Stoop down, and call him now ! ’ 

Then she : ' By the faith of my tarnished soul, 

^ All things I did not w^ll, 

‘ I had hoped to clear ere the fire died, 

' And lay me down by my master's side 
* To rule in Heaven his only bride, 

* While the others howl in Hell. 
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* But I have felt the fire’s breath, 

^ Aiid hard it is to die ! 

* Yet if I may pray a Rajpoot lord 

{ To sully the steel of a Thakur’s bJurord 
'With base-born blood of a trade abhorred/ — 
And the Thakur answered, 'Ay/ 

He drew and struck ; the straight blade drank 
The life beneath the breast. 

' I had looked for the Queen to face the^ame, 
' But the harlot dies for the Rajpoot dame — 

' Sister of mine, pass, free from shame, 

‘ Pass with thy I^ing to rest ! * 

The black log crashed above the white : 

The little flames and lean. 

Red as slaughter and blue as steel,* 

That whistled and fluttered from head to heel. 
Leaped up anew, for they found their meal 
On the heart of — the Boondi Queen ! 



THE BALLAD OF THE KINO'S MERCY 

« • 

^bdkur Hahman, the Diira^i Chief , of him is the 
story told, 

His^mercy Jills the Khyber hills — his grace is 

V • 

manifold ; 

He has taken toll of the North and the South — his 
glory reacheihfary 

And they tell the tale of his charity from Balkh to 
Kandahar. 

Before the old Peshawur Gate, where Kurd and 
Kaffir meet, 

The Governor of Kabul dealt the Justly of the 
Street, 

And that was strait as running noose and iwift as 
plunging knife, 

Tbo' he who held the longer purse might hold the 

longer life. 

90 
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There was a hound of Hindustan had struck a 
Euziffzai, 

Wherefore they spat upon his face and led him out 
to die. ,, 

It chanced the King went forth that hour when 
throat was bared to knife ; 

The Kaffir grovelled undS*-hoof and clamoured for 
his life. • 9 

Then said the King; 'Have hopg, O frieiSl 1 Yea, 
Death disgraced is hard ; 

' Much honour shall be thine/ and called the Captain 
of the Guard, * 

Yar Khan, a basbird of the Blood, so city~babble 
saith, • 

And he was honoured of the King — the which is 
salt to Deaths ; * 

And he was son of Dadud Shah, the Reiver of the 
Plains, 

And blood of old Durani Dords ran fire in his veins ; 

And ’fivas to tame an Afghan pride nor Hell nor 
Heaven could bind. 

Hie King would make him butcher to a yelping cur 
of#find. 
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' Strike ! ' said the King. * King's blood art thou — 
his death shall be his pride ! ' 

Then louder, that the crowd might catch: ^Fear 
not — his aaens are tied !' • 

Yar Khan drew clear the Khyber knife, and struck, 

* 

and sheathed again. 

t * 

^ O man, thy will is done, quoth he ; 'A King this 
'dog hath slain.' * 

Abdkur Rahman, the Durani Chief, to the North 
and the South is sold. 

The North and the South shall open their mouth to 
^ a Ghihaiflag unrolled, 

When the hig giois speak to the Khyber peak, and 

* his dog-Hcratis fiy : 

Ye have heard the song — How long ? How long ? 

* Wolves of the Abazai ! ^ 

That night before the watch was set, when all the 
streets were clear, 

c- 

The Governor of Kabul spoke : ' My King,,hast thou 
no fear } 

* Thou knowest-— thou hast heard,* — his speech died 
at his master's face. 
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And grimly said the Afghan King : " 1 rule the 
Afg&an race. 

^ My path is mine — see thou to thine — to-night upon 
thy bed •• 

^ Think who there be in Kabul now that clamour for 
thy head.* 


That night when all the gates were shut to City and 
to throne, • ^ 

Within a little garden house the King lay down 
alone. 

Before the sinking of the moon, which is the Night 
of Night, 

Yar Khan caifPi^lpftly to the King to make ‘his 
honour white. , 

The children of the town had mocked beneath his 
horsje's hoofs, 

The harlots of the town had hailed him ' butcher I * 
from their roofs. 

But as he groped against the wall, two hands upon 
him fell. 

The King behind his shoulder spake : ^ Dead man, 
t]|^u dost not well I 
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* Tis ill to jest with Kings by day and seek a boosn 
by night; 

' And 'that thou bearest in thy hand is all too -sharp 
to write. •* 

^ But three days hence, if God be good, and if thy 
strength remain, ^ 

^ Thou shalt demand one boon of me and bless me 
'^n thy pain. ^ 

^ For I am merciful to all, and most of all to thee. 

^ My butcher of tLe shambles, rest — no knife hast 
thou for me ! ’ 

V Ahdhur Rahman j the Durant Chief, holds hard hy 
the South and the North ; 

Bui the Ghilzai knows, ere the melting mows, when 
the swollen hanks break forth, 
t When the Yed-coais crawl to the sungar wall, and 
' his Usheg lances fail : 

Ye hax>e heard the song — How long ? How long f 
Wolves of the Zuka Khcyl ! 

They stoned him in the rubbish-field when dawn 
was in the sky, 

According to the written word, ^ See that he do not 
die.’ 
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They stoned him till the stones were piled above 
him on the plain^ 

And those the labouring limbs displaced they 
tumbled back again. •• » 

« 

One watched Reside the dreary mound that veiled 
the battered thing, * 

And him the King mth laughter called the HeratS 
of the King. 

• 

It was upon the second night, the night of RaiSazan, 

The watcher leaning earthward heard the message 
of Yar Khan. • 

From shattered breast through shrivelled lips broke 
forth the ratling breath, . 

* Creature of GodTof liver me from agony of Death.’ 

• • 

They spught the King among his girls, and risked 
their lives thereby : 

^ Protector of the Pitiful, give orders that he die ! ' 

♦ 

* Bid hiniL endure until the day/ a lagging answer 

came ; 

' The night is short, and he can pray and learn to 
bill® my name.* 
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Before the dawn three times he spoke, and on the 
day once more ; 

^ Creature of God, deliver me, and bless the King 
therefor ’ t« ' # 

They shot him at the morning prayer, to ease him 

• « 

of his pain, 

And^when he heard the matchlocks clink, he blessed 
the King again. 

Which thing the singers made a song for all the 
world to sing, 

%o that the Outer Seas may know the mercy of the 
King. 

• ^ 

Abdhur Rahman ^ the Durani Chief, of him is the 
* story told, 

He has opened his mouth to the North and the 
South, they have stuffed his mouth mth gold. 
Ye know the truth of his tender ruth — and meet his 
favours are : • 

Ye have heard the song — How long 9 flow long ? 
from Balkh to Kandahar, 
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When spring-time* flushes the desert grass^ 

Our kafilas wind through the Khyber P^ss. 

Lean are the camels but fat th^ frails, 

% 

Light are the purses but heavy the bales, 

, As the snowbound trade of the North comes dowij 
To the market-square of Peshawur town. 

In a turquois*8*>^Pllight, crisp and chill, 

A kaflla camped at the foot of the^iill. 

Then blue smoke-haze of the cooking rose. 

And tent-peg answered to hammer-nose ; 

And the picketed ponies, shag and wild. 

Striked at their ropes as the feed was piled ; 

And the bubbling camels beside the load 
Sprawled for a furlong adown the road ,* 

And the Persian pussy-cats, brought for sale, 
Spatfit the dogs from the camel-bale ; 
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And the tribesmen bellowed to hasten the food j 
And the camp-fires twinkled by Fort Jumrood ; 
And there fled on the wings of the gathering dash 
A savour of c^els and carpets and musk, 

A murmur of voices, a reek of smoke. 

To tell us the trade of the Khyber woke- 


The lid of the flesh-pot chattered high. 

The kniv^Ss were whetted and — then came I 
To Mahbub Ali the muleteer. 

Patching his bridles and counting his gear, 
'Crammed with the gossip of half a year. 

But Mahbub Ali the kindly said, 

^ Better is speech when the belly is fed/ 

So we plunged the hand to the mTid-wrist deep 
In<a cinnamon *stew of the fat-tailed sheep. 
And he who never hath tasted the food. 

By Allah ! he knoweth not bad from goodl' 


We cleansed our beards of the muttcMa-grease# 
We lay on the mats and were filled with peaoe^ 
And the talk slid north, and the talk slid sontli# 
With the sliding pi\|fs from th^^lipokah^-moulf'i^ 
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Four thin^ greater than all things are, — 

Women aW Horses and Power and War. 

We $|»ake of them til, but the last the most, 
rfW I sought a word of a Russian post^ 

Of promise, an ^sheathed sword 

And a grey-coat guard on the Helmund ford. 

Then Mahbub Ali lowered his eyes 
fii the fashion of one who is weaving lies. 

Quoth he : 'Of the Russians who can say? 

When the night is gathering alMs grey. ^ 

'But we look that the gloom of the night shall die 
' In the morning flush of a blood-red sky. 

' Friend of my heart, is it meet or wise 
' To warn a King of his enemies ? 

'We know what Heaven or Hell may bring, 

'But no man knoweth the mind of the King. 

'That unsought counsel is cursed of God 
' Attesteth the atory of Wali Dad. 

f 

'His lirt was leaky of tongue and peil, 

' HlS dam was a clucking Khuttuck hen ; 

'^d tile colt bred close to the vice of eacli, 

^ '1^ he carried the^curse of an unstanched speech^ 
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^ Therewith madness — sp that he sought 
' The favour of kings at the Kabul court ; ' 

^Ajtid travelled, in hope of honoftr, far 
' To the line yhere the grey-coat squadrons are. • 
'There have I journeyed top — but I ^ 

' Saw naught, said naught, and — did not die ! 

• c 

'He hearked to rumour, and^ snatched at a breath 
'OxV'this one knoweth”-and '**that one saith,^* — 

' Legends^that ran from mouth to mouth 
' Of a ^rey-coat ccftning, and sack of the South. 

' These have I also heard — they pass 
' With each new spring and the winter grass. 

t. 

' Hot-foot southward, forgotten of God, 

‘ B&ck to the city ran W^ali Dad>» 

' Even to Kabul — in full durbar 
' The King held talk with his Chief in War. 

' Into the press of the crowd he broke, 

‘ And what he had heard of the coming spoke. 

0 

' Then GholaiA Hyder, the Red Chief, smiled, 

' As a mother might on a babbling child ; 

'But those who would laugh restrained thftir breath, 
* «tWhen the face of the King showed dark as death. 
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* Evil it is in full durbar 

* To cry a ruler of gathering war ! 

‘ Slowly he led to a ‘peach-tree small, 
grew by a cleft of the city wal]^ 

^ Altli^le said to the boy r^'They shall praise thy zeal 

* So long as the red spurt follows the steel. 

• « 

' And the Russ is upon us even now } 

■ Great is thy prudAice — ^aw^ait them, thou. 

' Watch from the tree. Thou art young and strong, 
Surely thy vigil is not for long# ^ 

^ The Russ is upon us, thy clamour ran ? 

' Surely an hour shall bring their van. 

* Wait and watch. When the host is near, 

^ " Shout aloud that my men may hear.” 

' Friend of m3 heart, is it meet or wise * 

^ To warn a King of his enemies ? 

‘ A guard was set that he might not flee — 

^ A score of bayonets ringed the tree. 

* The peachjbloom fell in showers of s^iow, 

‘ When he shook at his death as he looked below. 

* By the power of God, who alone is great, 

^TiR the seventh day he fought with his fate. 
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^ Then madness took him, and men declare 
* He mowed in the branches as ape and b&r, 
' And last as a sloth, ere his body failed, 


^ And he hun^^s a bat in the forks, and wailed, , ^ 

* And sleep the cord of his^hands untied, 

* And he fell, and was caught on the points and died. 


' HiSart of my heart, is it ‘meet or wise 
'To wam^ King of his enemies ? 

' We know what Heaven or Hell may bring, 

' But no man knoweth the mind of the King. 
J Of the grey-coat coming who can say ? 

' When the night is gathering all is grey. 

' Two things greater than all things are, 

'The first is Love, and the second War. 


'And since wcfknow not how War may prove, 
' Heart of my heart, let us talk of Love ! ’ 
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M^l^than a^^undred yef^s ago, in a great (fottle fought 
near Delhi, agi Indian Prince rode fifty miles after the day 
was lost with a beggar-girl, who had loved him and followed 
^ him in all his camps* on his saddle-how. He lost tk " girl 
when almost within sight of safety. A Maratta trooper 
tells the story : — 


The wreath of banquet overnight lay withered on 
the neck. 

Our hands and scarves were saffron-dyed for signal 
of despair. 

When we went urth to Paniput to battle with the 
Mlech — • 

Ere wer came back from Paniput and left a king- 
dom there. 


Thrice thjrty thousand men were jve to force the 
Jumna fords — 

The hawk-winged horse of Damajee, mailed 
squadrons of the Bhao, 


J08 
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Stark levies of the southern hills, the Deccan’s 
sharpest swords, 

And he the harlot’s traitor son the goathex'd 
Mulhar Rao I 


Thrice thirty thousand men were we before the mists 
had cleared, • 

The low white mists of morning heard the war- 
conch screa^ga and bray ; 

We called upon Bhowani and we gripped them by 
the beard, 

We rolled upon them like a flood and washed their 
ranks away. 


The children of the hills of Khost before our lances 
ran, 

We drove the black Rohillas back as cattle to the 
pen ; 

'Twas then we needed Mulhar Rao to end whSt we 
began, 

A thousand men had saved the charge ; he fled 
the, field witli ten ! 



WITH SCINDIA TO D2LHI 


105 


There was no room to clear a sword — no power to 
strike a blow. 

For foot to foot, ay, breast to breast, the bajUe 
held us fast — 

• • 

Save^here the naked 
belbw 

Brought do?vn the horse and rider and we trampled 
them and passed. 


m 

hitmen ran, and stabbing 


To left the roar of musketry rang like a falling 
dood — 

To right the sunshine rippled red from redder , 
lance and blade — 

Above the dark Upsaras'^ flew, beneath us plashed 
the blood, • 

And, bellying black against the dust, the Bhagvja 
Jhanda swayed. 


I saw it fall in smoke and fire, the banner of the 
%hao : 

• • 

I heard a voice across the press of one who called 

in vain : — 


1 The Choosers of the Slain. 
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'Ho! Anand Rao Nimbalkhur, ride! Qgt of 
Mulhar Rao ! ** 

f Go shame his squadrons into fight — the Bfaao — 
the Bljiao is slain ! * 


Thereat, as when a sand-bar breaks in clotted spume 
and spray — ^ 

When rain of later autumn sweeps the Jumna 

« 

^ water-heail, 

Before their charge from flank to flank our riven 
ranks gave way ; , 

But of the waters of that flood the Jumna fords 
ran red. 


I* held by Scindia, my lord, as close as .man might 
hold ; 

A Soobah of the Deccan asks no aid to guard his 
life ; 

% 

But Holkars^ Horse were flying, and^our chiefest 
chiefs were cold. 

And like a flame among us leapt the long lean 
Northern knife. 
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I held % Scindia-— my lance from butt to tuft was 

The froth of battle bossed the shield and roj^d 
. * the bridle-chain — 

JO* 

Wh^P^Jtime beneath dur jprses' feet a maiden rose 
^d cried, 

And clung to Scindia, and I turned a sword-cut 
from the twain. 


(He set a spell upon the maid in woodlands 
long ago, 

A hunter by the Tapti banks she gave him water^ 
there : 

He turned her heai^ to water, and she followed* to 
her woe. ^ 

What need had he of Lalun who had twellty 
maids as fair ?^ 


Now in thaj hour strength left my lorcj; he wrenched 
his mare aside ; 

He bound the girl behind him and we slashed and 
struggled free. 
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Across the reeling wreck of strife we rode as shadows 
ride 

From Paniput to Delhi town, but not alone 
were we. 


'Twas Lutuf-Ullah Populzai laid horse upon our 
track, ® ^ 

A swine-fed reiver of the North that lusted for tlie 

( 

maid ; < 

I might have barred his path awhile, but Scindia 
called me back. 

And I — O woe for Scindia ! — I listened and 
obeyed. 


L^kgue after league the formless scrub took shape 
and glided by — 

League after league the white road swirled behind 
the white mare’s feet — 

League after Jeaguc, when leagues weye done, we 
heard the Populzai, 

Where sure as Time and swift as Death the tireless 
footfall beat. 
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Noon'® eye beheld that shame of flight, the shadows 
fell* we fled 

Where steadfast as the wheeling kite he followed 
' . • in our train ; 

The%lack wolf warred \j^re we had’ warred, the 

jackal mocked our dead, 

• • 

And terror bom of twilight-tide made mad the 
* labouring braifl. 


I gasped : — ^ A kingdom waits my lord ; her love is 
but her own. 

' A day shall mar, a day shall cure for her, but what 
" for thee ? 

^Cut loose the girl :%he follows fast. Cut loose amd 
ride alone ! ' • 

llien Scindia 'twixt his blistered lips : — 
Queens* Queen shall she be ! 


^ Of all who^te my bread last night *tivas she alone 
that came 

f To seek her love between the spears and find her 
crown therein ! 
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^ One shame is mine to-day^ what need the weiglit of 
double shame ? 

' If once we reach the Delhi gate> though all be 
lost, I win !* 


We rode — the white mare failed — her trot a stagger- 
ing stumble grew, — ^ • 

The cooking-smoke of even rose and weltered and 
^ hung low ) 

And still we heard the Popuizai and still we strained 
anew, 

And Delhi town was very near, but nearer was 
the foe. 


Yfea, Delhi town was very near when Lalun whispered : 
— ^ Slay ! 

^ Lord of my life, the mare sinks fast — stab deep 
and let me die I ' 

«> 

But Scindia ^ould not, and the maid ^re free and 
flung away. 

And turning as she fell we heard the clatterhig 
Popuizai. 
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Thm Scindia checked the gasping mare that rocked 
and groaned for breath, 

> And wheeled to charge and plunged the knife a 
. handsbreadth in her side — 

I ^ • 

The hunter and the hunted y.now how that last pause 
isheath— 

‘ The blood 5ad chilled af5out her heart, she reared 
and fell and ditfd. 


Our Gods were kind. Before he heard the maiden's 
piteous scream 

A log upon the Delhi road, beneath the mare he 
lay — 

Lost mistress and lo^jt battle passed before him like 
a 4i*oam ; « 

The darkness, closed about his eyes — I bore 
King away. 



THE BALLAD OF BOH DA THONE., 

* 

This is the ballad Boh Da t'hone^ 

Erst a Pretender to Theehatv s throne^ 

Who harried the district of Alalone : 

How he met with his fate and the V,P»P» 

At the hand of Harendra Mukerji, 

Senior Gomashia, G.B/F. 

Boil Da Thone was a warrior bold : 

His sword and his Snider were bossed with gold, 

^nd the Peacock Banner his hibnchmen bore 
Was stiff with*bullion, but stiffer with gore. 

He shot at the strong and he slashed at the weak 
From the Salween scrub to the Chindwin teak ; 

He crucified noble, he sacrificed mean. 

He filled old ladies with kerosene ; 

While over the water the papers cried, 

( The patriot fights for his countryside V 

01X2 
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But they cared for the Native Press^ 

The worn Vhite soldiers in Khaki dress^ 

'^v 

Who tramped through the jungle and camped in 
*^the byre. 

Who d;5id in the swamf> and were tombed in the 
*» mire, • • 

Who gave up their lives, at the Queen's Command, 
For the Pride of their Race and the Pegce of the 
Land. • 

Now, first of the foemen of Boh Da Thone 
Was Captain O’Neil of the ' Black Tyrone/ 

And his was a Company, seventy strong, 

Who hustled that dissolute Chief along. 

» 

There were lads from Galway and Louth a»d 

Who went to their death with a joke in their teeth, 

.And Miprshipped with fluency, fervour, and zeal 
The mud dm the boot-heels of Crook* O'Neil. 

But evc^ a blight on their labours lay. 

And e^|sr their quarry would vanish away, 

H 
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Till the sun-dried boys of the Black Tyrone 
Took a brotherly interest in Boh Da Thofle : 

And^ sooth, if pursuit in possession ends, 

The Boh an«f- Ilis tracke?^ were best of friends. 

The word of a scout — a march by ni^lit — ^ 

A rush through the mist— a scattering^fi^ht — 

A volley from cover — a corpse in the clearing — 

The glimp^.e of a loin-cloth and heavy jade earrings— 

H 

The flare of a village — the tally of slain — 

And . . . the Boh was abroad ^ on the raid " again I 

They cursed their luck, as the Irish will. 

They gave him credit for cunning and skill, 

’ c 

They buried their dead, they bolted their beef, 

ASid started anew on the track of the thief 

Till, in place of the ^ Kalends of Greece,' men said, 

'When Crook and his darlings „ come back with the 

head.' ^ 

* ^ 

They had hunted the Boh from the hills to the 

plain — 

doubled and broke for the hills again : 
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They had crippled his power for rapine and raid. 
They hacf routed him out of his pet stockade, 

And at last, they came, when the Day Star tired, 
Toja camp deserted — a villlge fired. * • 

A blacK^ross blistered the Morning-gold, 

^And the boJy upon it was stark and cold. 

He wind of the dawn went merrily past, 

T|lb high grass bowed her plumes to the#blast. 

0 

And out of the grass, on a sudden, broke 
A spirtle of fire, a whorl of smoke — 

And Captain O’Neil of the Black Tyrone 
Was blessed with a slug in the ulnar-bone — 

The gift of his eiit my Boh Da Thone. 

• 

(Now a slug that is hammered from telegraph-wife 
Is a thorn in the flesh and a rankling fire.) 


The shot-wound festered — as shot-wounds may 
In a steamiflg barrack at Mandalay. * 

The left arm throbbed, and the Captain swore, 
‘ I 'd like to be after the Boh once more I* 
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The fever held him — the Captain said, 

* I *d give a hundred to look at his head 

The Hospital punkahs creaked and whirred, 

But Babu HSrendra (Gomashta) heard, : 

c 

• {., ^ 

He thought of the cane-br^ke, green aijjd^ dank, 

That girdled his home by the Dacca tank. 

c 

He thought of his wife and his High School son. 
He thouglS: — but.'ibandoned the thought — of a gun. 

His sleep was broken by visions dread 
Of a shining Boh with a silver head. 

He kept his counsel and went his way. 

And swindled the cartmen of half their pay, 

c 

And the months went on, as the worst must do. 
And the Boh returned to the raid anew. 

But the Captain had quitted the long-drawn ctrife. 
And in far Sirhoorie had taken a wife. 

And she was a damsel of delicate mould, 

With hair like the sunshine and heart of gojld, 
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And little she knew the arms that embiaced 
Had doven a man from tile brow to the waist : 

And little she knew that t^e loving lips 
Had ordered a quivering life's eclipse? 

■ * * 

^ And the Myp that lit at j^er lightest breath 
Had glared unawed in the Gates of Death. 

(For these be matters a man would hide^ 

As a general rule, from an innocant BricTe.) 

m 

And little the Captain thought of the past, 

And, of all men, Babu Harendra last. 


But slow, in the dhdge of the Kathun road. 

The Government Bullock Train tot^d its load. 

Speckless and spotless and shining with ghee, 

In the rearmost cart sat the Babu-jee. 

• 

And%ver a phantom before him fled 
Of a scowling Boh with a silver bead. 

Then the lead<^rt stuck, though the coolies slaved. 
And th^ caxtmen flogged and the escort raved ,v 
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And out of the jungle, with jells mid squeals, 
Pranced Boh Da Thone, hnd his gang at his heels ! 

Then belching blunderbi|ss answered back 
The Snider's %narl and the carbine's crack, 

i 

And the blithe revolver began to sing 

To the blade that twanged on tjie locking-ring, 

And the brown flesh blued where the bay'net 
kissed, ^ 

As the steel shot back with a wrench and a twist, 

'And the great white bullocks with onyx eyes 
Watched the souls of the dead arise, 

And over the smoke of the fusilk.de 
The Peacock Banner staggered and swayed. 

Oh, gayest of scrimmages man may see 
Is a well-worked rush on the G.B.T. ! 

The Babu shook at the horrible sight. 

And girded his'^ponderous loins for flight^ 

But Fate had ordained that the Boh should stMt 
Onca lone-hand raid of the rearmost cart. 
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And otit of that cart^ with a bellow of woe. 

The Babirfell — ^flat on the|ti)p of the Boh ! 

For years had Harendra se|i^ed the State, 

To» the growth of his purse and the* girth of his 

pii> • * 

♦ » 

There were twenty |tone, as the tally-man knows, 
On the broad of the ehest of this best of Bohs. 

• 

And twenty stone from a height discharged 
Are bad for a Boh with a spleen enlarged. 

Oh, short was the struggle — severe was the shock— 
He dropped like a bullock — he lay like a block ; 

And the Babu ah^ f e him, convulsed with fear, * 
Heard the labouring life-breath Ifissed out in his 
ear. 


And thus in a fashion undignified 
The i^rincely pest of the Chindwin died. 

Turn now to Simoorie where, lapped in his ease, 
The Captain is petting the Bride on his knees, 
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r 

Where the tvkit of the bullet, the wounded mmi's 
scream 

Are mixed as the mist ox some devilish dream— 

Forgotten, fon’gotten the' sweat of the shambles 

Where the hill-daisy bloorrfs and the. greyh^onkey 
gambols, ♦ o r 

From the sword-belt set free aid released from the 
steel, 

( 

The Peace of the Lord is with Captain O’Neil 

Up the hill to Simoorie — most patient of drudges — 
i^The bags on his shoulder, the mail-runner trudges. 

^ For Captain O’Neil, Sahib. One hundred and ten 

‘ Rupees to collect on deliveiy.* ^ 

• Then 

c 

(Their breakfast was stopped while the screw-jack 
and hammer 

Tore waxcloth, split teak-wood, and chipped oht 
the dammer ;) ^ 

i '• < 

Open-eyed, open-mouthed, on the napery’a snow. 

With a crash and a thud, rolled — the Head bf th.c 
Boh! 
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And gwmtkeA to the scal^ was a letter whieh 
ran : — 

^In Fi£ldi%} Force Service. 

' Encampment i 

/ foth Jan. 

* f}e&r Sir, — I^have honour^o send, as you said, 

^ For final approval (se^ under) Boh's Head ; 

^ Was took by myself in most Moody affair. 

^ By High Education brought pressure to ^ear. 

• 

* Now violate Liberty, time being bad, 

^To mail V.P.P. (rupees hundred) Please add 

^ WI atevcr Your Honour can pass. Price of Blood 

* Much cheap at one hundred, and children want foo^ ; 

^jSo trusting Your Honour will somewliat detain 
'True love and affection for Govt. Bullock Train, 

show awful kindness to satisfy me, 

‘ I am, • 

'Graceful Master, 

^ Your 

' H. Mukerji.' 
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As the rabbit is drawn f;o the rattlesnake's power, 

. As the smoker s eye fi|s at the opium hour, 

As a horse reaches up^to the manger above, 

As the wafting ear yearns for the whisper of love, 

c 

From the arms of the Br^de, iron-visa^ed and slow. 
The Captain bent down to the Head of the Boh. 

And e’en as he looked on the Thing where It lay 
'Twixt tne winding new spoons and the napkins' 
array, 

The freed mind fled back to the long-ago days — 
The hand-to-hand scuffle — the smoke and the 
blaze — 

f 

The forced iparch at night and the quick rush at 
' dawn — 

The banjo at twiliglit, the burial ere mom — 

The stench of the marshes — tjie raw, piercing smell 
When the overhand stabbing-cut silenced the yell-^ 

The oaths of his Irish that surged when they stood 
Where the black crosses hung o’er the iCuttltiiiow 
flood. 
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Ap a derelict ship drifts awa^with the tide 
The Captidn* went out on thelPast from his Bride, 


^ack, back, through the spri»s to the chill of the 
year, • 

When he hiinte<k the Boh from Maloon to Tsaleer. 


As the shape of a corpse dimmers up through deep 
water, 

In hils eye lit the passionless passion of slaijgliter. 

And men who had fought with O’Neil for the life 
Had gazed on his face with less dread than his wife. 


For she who had held him so long could not hold 
him — 

Though a four-month Eternity should have coif- 
trolled him — • 

But watched the twin Terror — the head turned to 
head — 

The scowling, scarred Black, and the flushed savage 
ReS — 

* • 

The spirit that changed from her knowing and flew 
.to 

Some grim hidden Past she had never a clue to. 
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But It knew as It gp'nned, for he touched it till- 
fearing, 

And muttered aloud/ ^ So you kept that jade 


ring!’ , 

f 




Then nodded, and kindl/, as friend nod^to friend^ 

^ Old man, you fought wiell, but you lest in the end/ 


The visians departed, and Shame followed Passion :-r 
€■ 

' He took what I said in this horrible fashion, 

* ril write to Harendra ! ' With language unsainted 
The Captain came back to the Bride . . . who had 
fainted. 


And this is a fiction ? No. Go to Simoorie 
And look at their baby, a twelve-month old Houri, 

A pert little, Irish-eyed Kathleen Mavournin — 

She always about on the Mall of a momiil? — 

And you’ll see, if her right shoulder-strap is di«r 
placed, 

^is : Gules upon argent, a Boh’s Head, erased ! 



THE- LAMENT OF THE’bORDEE CATTLE 
THJEF 


O WOE is me for the merry life 
I led beyond*the Bar, 

And a treble woe for my winsome wife 
That weeps at Shalimar. 

They have taken away my long jezail, 
My shield and sabre fine. 

And heaved me into the Central Jail 

For lifting of the kine. 

« 

llie steer may low within the Byre, 
The Jut may tend his grain. 

Blit there '11 be neither loot nor fire 
Till I come back again. 

♦ 

And God have mercy on the Jut 
When once my fetters fall, 
j4nd Heaven defend the farmer's hut 
When I am loosed from thrall. 
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It *s woe to benl the stubborn back 
Above the gifnching quern, ® 
It’s woe to he® the leg-bar clack 
And jingle when I turn ! 


r 

But for the sorrow and the shamdj 

<f » 

The brand on me and mine, 

I ’ll pay you back in lt:aping Hame 
And loss of the butchered kine. 

f- 

For every cow I spared before 
In charity set free, 

If I may reach my hold once more 
I ’ll reive an honest three. 


For eyery time I raised the lowe 
That scared the dusty plain. 

By sword and cord, by torch and tow 
I ’ll light the land with twain ! 

Ride liard, ride hard to Abazai, 

Young Sahib with the yellow hair — 
Lie close, lie close as khuttuckf lie. 
Fat herds below Bonair. 
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ITie one I *11 shoot at twilWit-tide^ 

At da>im I *11 drive the Jther ; 

The black shall mourn foryoof and hide. 

The white man for his brother. 

'Tis wait, red •war, I T1 give you then, 

• War till my sinews fall ; 

JFor the wrong you have done to a chief of men. 
And a thief of the Zukka Kheyl. 

And if I fall to your hand afresh 
I give you leave for the sin. 

That you cram my throat with the foul pig’s flesh. 
And swing me in the skin ! 



THE RHYME OF THE THREE CAPTAINS 

This ballad appears lo refer to one of t19e exploits of 
notorious Paul Jones, the American pirate. It is founded 
on fact. 

. . . At tho close of a winter day, 

Their anchors down, by London town, the Three 
Great Captains lay ; 

And one was Admiral of the North from Solway 
Firth to Skye, 

i^nd one was Lord of the Wessex coast and all the 
lands thereby. 

And one was Master of the Thames from JLimehouse 
to Blackwall, 

And he was Captain of the Fleet~tiie bravest of 
them all. • 

o 

Their good guns guarded the great gyey sides that 
were thirty foot in the shteer. 

When there came a certain trading brig with nows 
of a privateer. 
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Her rigging was rough witl| the clotted drift that 
drives In a Northern breeze, 

J^er sides were clogged wi^i the lazy weed that 
, spawns in the Eastern seas. , 

Light she rode in the rude tide-rip, to l^t and right 
she rdUed,* 

* • • 

And the skipper sat on the scuttle-butt and stared 
• at an empty hold? 

‘ I ha* paid Port dues for your Law,* quoth he, ^ and 
where is the Law ye boast • ^ 

* If I sail unscathed from a heathen port to be robbed 
on a Christian coast ? 

^ Ye have smoked the hives of the Laccadives as we 
burn the lice in a bunk, 

^ We tack not now tc^ a Gallang prow or a plunging 
Pei-ho junk ; , 

^ I had no fear but the seas were clear as far as a safll 
might fare 

' Till I met with a lime-washed Yankee brig that rode 
off Finisterre. 

^ There were .canvas blinds to his bow^un ports to 
screen the weight he bore, 

*Ajtkd the signals ran for a merchantman from Sandy 
Hook to the Nore. 


1 
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'He would not fly thc| Rovers* flag — the bloody dr 
the blacky 

' But now he floated th^ Gridiron and now he flaulite^ 
the Jack. • 

' He spoke of the Law as^ he crimped my crew — he 
swore it was only a loan ; 

* But when I would ask for my own again, he swore 
it was none of my own. ( ^ 

' He has taken my little parrakeets that nest beneath 
the Line, ^ • 


'He has stripped my rails of the shaddock»£rails and 
the green unripened pine ; 

' He has taken my bale of dammer and spice I won 
beyond the seas, 

' He has taken my grinning heathen gods — and what 
should h(i want o* these ? 

oMy foremast would not mend his boom# my deck- 
house patch his boats ; 

' He has whittled the two, this Yank Yahoo, to peddle 
for shoe-peg oats. ' ^ 

‘ I could not fight for the failing ligh^ and a rough 
beam-sea beside, 

' But I hulled him once for a clumsy crimp and tw^ 
because he lied. 



THE THREE CAFFAINS 131 

% 

1 had guns (as I had goods) to work my 
Christian harm, ^ 

had run him up from his quarter-deck to trade 
• with his own yard- arm ; • 

• I 

* I had nailed his ears to njy capstan-head, and npped 

them with a saw, 

* And soused them in the bilgewater, and sei*ved them 

•• to him raw ; 

* I had flung him blind in a rudderless boat to rot in 

the rocking dark, 

* I had towed him aft of his own craft, a bait for liis 

brother shark ; 

had lapped him round with cocoa husk, and 
drenched him with the oil, 

* And lashed him fast^to his own mast to blaze above 

my spoil ; • 

^1 had stripped his bide for my hammock-side, anW 
tasselled his beard i' the mesh, 

' And spitted his crew on the live bamboo that grows 
th|ough the gan^ened flesh ; 
had hove .him down by the man^oves brown, 
where the mud-reef sucks and draws, 

* Moored by the heel to his own keel to wait for the 

land-crab's claws I 
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‘ He is lazar within and lime without, ye can nose 

him far enow, ^ 

i 

* For he carries the taint of a musky ship — ^the reek 
of the slaver s dhow ! * , 

The skipper looked at the tiering guns and the 
bulwarks tall and cold, ' 

And the Captains Three full courteously peerm 
down at the gutted hold^ m 

And the ^Captains Three called courteously from 
d^ck to scu\.tle-butt : — 

^ Good Sir, we ha' dealt with that merchantman or 
ever your teeth were cut. 

‘ Your words be words of a lawless race, and the Law 
it standeth thus : 

^ He comes of a race that have never a Law, and he 
never ha^ boarded us, 

^e ha’ sold him canvas and rope and spar— -wc 
know that his price is fair, 

^ And we know that he weeps for the lack of a LafW 
as he rides off Finisterre. * 

<? , 

^ And since he is damned for a gallow§hthief by you 
and better than you, . ” : 

^ We hold it meet that the English deet should ki;^^ 

, that we hold him true.* 
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The skipper called to the tall taffrail ; — * And what 
is that to me ? 

^.Did ever yoti hear of a Yankee brig that rifled a 
^Seventy-three ? ^ 

'Do I loom so large from your quart er-<leck that I 
lift lilA a ship o' the Line ? 

^ He has learned to run from a shotted gun and harry 
o such craft as mind! 

'There is never a Law on the Cocos Keys to hold 
a white man in, 

' But we do not steal the niggers* meal, for tSat is a 
nigger's sin. 

' Must he have his Law as a quid to chaw, or laid in 
brass cn his wheel ? 

'Does be steal with tears when he buccaneers? 

• ^ • 

'Fore Gad, then, why does he steal ?' 

The skipper bit on a ^ep-sea word, and the worjji 
it was not sweet, 

For be could see the Captains Three had signalled 
to the Fleet. • 

But three and^twoj in white and blue, the whimpering 
flags began : — ^ * 

' We haye beard k tale of a — foreign sail, but he is 
a merchantman.' 
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The skipper peered beneath his palm and swore by 
the Great Horn Spoon : — 

^'Fore Gad, the Chaplain of the Fleet would bless 
my picaroon ! * 

By two atil three the flags blew*' free to lash the 

r 

Imghing air : — *’ ^ 

^ We have sold our spars* to the mercbantman — 
know that his price is fati*/ ^ 

The skipper winked his Western eye, and swore by 
a China sto«m : — 

^ They*ha’ rigged him a Joseph's jury-coat to keep 
his honour warm/ 

The halliards twanged against the tops, the bunting 
bellied broad. 

The skipper spat in the empty hold and mourned 
• c 

for a wasted cord. 

Masthead — masthead, the signal sped by the line 
o' the British craft ; 

The skipper called to his Lascar crew, and put her 
about and laughed : — 

^ It's mainsail haul, my bully boy^ out to 

the seas again — ^ 

"Ere they set us to paint their pimte saint, or mst^h 
at his grapnel-chain. 
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^ lt*s fore-diieet tree^ with her head to the sea, and 
the swkig of the tmbought brine — 

^We'll make no sport in an English court till we 
^come as a ship the Line ; ^ 

‘Till we come afi a ship o' the Line, tiy lads, of 
thirty«foot <n the sheer, 

‘ Hfting again from the outer main with news of a 
^ privateer; • 

' Flying his pluck at our mizzen-truck for weft of 
Admiralty, 

‘ Heaving his head for our dipsy-lead in sign that we 
keep the sea. 

‘ Tlien fore-sheet home as she lifts to the foam — we 
stand on the outward tack, 

‘ We are paid in the coin of the white man's trade— 
the bezant is ii5\rd, ay, and black.^ 

^The frigate-bird shall carry my word to the Klirjg 
and the Orang-Laut 

* {iow a man may sail from a heathen coast to be 
, robbed in a Christian port ; 

^ fibw a man may be robbed in Christian port while 
Three Great Captains there * 

‘Shall dip their dag to a slaver's rag — to show that 
his trade is fair ! ’ 



THE BALLAD OF THE ‘ CLAMPp^feDOWN ’ 

It was our war-ship* ' Clampherdown ' 

Would sweep the Channel clean. 

Wherefore ^le kept her hatches close 

When the merry Channel chop^ arose. 

To save the bleached marine. 

She had one bow-gun of a hundred ton. 

And a great stem-gun beside ; 

They dipped 'their noses deep in the sea. 

They racked their stays and stanchions free 
In the wash of the wind-whipped tide. 

It was our war-ship * Clamjlherdown ' 

Fell in with a cruiser light * * 

c 

That carried the daintj^Hotchkiss gun 

And a pair o’ heels wherewith to run 
From the grip of a close-fought fight. 



THE ^ClAMPHEHDOWN' 


137 


She opened fire at seven miles — 

A»je shoot at a bobbing cork — 

And once she fired and twice she fired. 

Till the bow-gnn drooped like a lily tired 
That loiis upon the stalk. 

^ Captain, the bow-^un melts apace, 

^ The deck-beams break below, 

^ 'Twere well to rest for an hour or twain, 

^ And botch the shattered pl%^:es a^in.' 

And he answered, ' Make it so.* 

She opened fire within the mile — 

As ye shoot at the flying duck — 

And the great stem-gun shot fair and true, 
With the hcniTe of the ship, to the stainless 
blue, , 

And the great stem-turret stuck. 

‘ Captain, the turret fills with steam, 

^ ^ The feed-pipes burst below — 

^ You can hear the hiss of the hapless ram, 

^ You can hear th/twisted runners jam.* 

• And he answered, ^ Turn and go ! ’ 



138 


THE BALLAD OF 


It was our war-ship ^ Clampherdown/ 

And grimly did she roll ; 

Swung round to take the cruiser's fire 
As the White Whale faces the Thresher's ire 

When tl^ey war by the frozen Pole. 

< 

* Captain, the shells are falling fast. 

And faster still fall we ; ^ 

* And it is not meet for English stock 

' To bide hi the iheart of an eight-day clock 
' The death they cannot see/ 

* Lie down, lie down, my bold A.B., 

'We drift upon her beam ; 

' We dare not ram, for she cai\,run ; 

' And dare ye 4ire another gun,' 

• ' And die in the peeling steam ? ’ 


It was our war-ship ' Clampherdown ’ 

That carried an armour-belt ; ^ 

But fifty feet*at stem and bow 
Lay bare as the paunch of purser's sow. 
To the hail of the Nordenfeldt. 
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* Captain^ they hack us through and through ; 

* The chilled steel bolts are swift ! 

* We have emptied the bunkers in open sea, 

^ITieif shrapnel bursts where our coal should be/ 

And he answered, ^ Let her drift/ 

* • • » 

It was our war-ship ' Clampherdown/ 

• Swung round upoif the tide, 

Her two dumb guns glared south and north. 

And the blood and the bubbling rteam ran forth. 
And she ground the cruiser s side. 

* Captain, they cry, the fight is done, 

* They bid you send your sword/ 

And he answered, Grapple her stern and bow. 

• • 

' They have asked for the steel. They shall have it 

now; 

' Out cutlasses and board ! * 

It was our war-ship ^ Clampherdown,* 

# 

Spewed up fdtr hundred men ; 

And the scalded slokeira yelped delight, 

As they rolled in the ^ist and heard the fight. 
Stamp o*er their steel-walled pen. 
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They cleared the cruiser end to end. 

From conning-tower to hold. 

They fought as they fought in Nelson’s fleet ; 
They were stripped to the waist, they were bare 
to ^he feet. 

As it was in the days of^ old. 

It was the sinking ' Clampheiftiown ’ 

Heaved up her battered side — 

Arid carried a n^^llion pounds in steel. 

To the cod and the corpse-fed conger- eel. 

And the scour of the Channel tide. 

It was the crew of the ^ Clampherdown ' 

^ Stood out to sweep the sea. 

On a cruiser won from an ancient foe, 

* ' 

4^8 it was in the days of long ago. 

And as it still shall be. 



THE ballad ef THE ' BOLIVAR’ » 

Seven men from all ^he world hack io Docks- again ^ 
Rolling down the Ratcliffe Road drunk and raising 
Cam : 

Give the girls another drink fore we sign away — 

We that took the * Bolivar* out across the Bay ! 


We put from Sunderland loaded down with 
rails ; 

We, put back t(f Sunderland *cause our cargo 
shifted ; * 

We put out from Sunderland — met the winter 
gales — 

Seven days and, seven nights to the Start we 
* drifted. ^ 


Racketing her rivets loose smoke-stack white 
as snow, M 

All the coals adrift adeck^ half the rails below^ 
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Leaking like a lobster-pot, steering . like t 
dray — 

Out ve took the ^ Bolivar/ out across the 

t • 

Cl ® 

One by one the Lights came up, winked and Jet us 

by ; f ^ ^ 

Mile by mile we waddled on, coal and fo'c'sle 

short ; ** 

Met a bl<^w that laid us down, heard a bulk- 
o 

h«^ad fly ; 

Left the ‘Wolf' behind us with a two-foot list to 
port. 

Trailing like a wounded duck, working out her 
soul : 

« ’ 

c 

Clanging like a smithy- shop after every mil ; 

0 Just a funnel and a mast lirching through the 
spray— 

So we threshed the ‘ Bolivar' out across the Bay ! 

« * 

Felt her hog and felt her sag, betted .when she'd 
break ; 

Wondered every time she H|ped if she 'd stand tl|e 
shock ; 
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Heard the seas like drunken men {)ounding at her 
str&e ; 

Hoped the Lord 'ud keep his thumb on the 
plummer-blocli. • 

A 

Banned against th^ iron decks^ buges choked 
wi4h coal ; ^ 

Flayed and frozen foot and hand^ sick of heart 
and soul ; 

Last we prayed she'd buck herself into Judg- 
ment Day — # 

Hi I we cursed the ^ Bolivar ' knocking round 
the Bay ! 

O her nose fiang up to sky, groaning to be still — 
Up»and down and back we went, never time for 
breath ; 

« 

Then the money paid at Lloyd’s caught her by the 
heel. 

And the stars ran round and round dancin’ at our 
^ death* • 

Aching for an hour’s sleep, dozing off between ; 
Heard the rott^jff rivets draw when she took it 
gjpeen; 
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Watched the compass chase its tail like a cat at 
play— 

That was on the ^ Bolivar/ south across the 

( • 

c 

Once we saw between tbs squalls^ lyin' hjead to 
swell — 

Mad with work and weariness, wishin' they was 
we — ^ 

Some damined Liner's lights go by like a grand 

( 

hntel ; 

Cheered her from the ‘ Bolivar ' swampin' in 
* - the sea. 

Then a greyback cleared us out, then the 
^ skipper laughed ; 

I 

^Boys, th^ wheel has gone to Hell — i?ig the 
f winches aft ! 

Yoke the kicking rudder-head — get her under 
way ! ' 

So we steered her, pully-liaul, oUt across the 
Bay I 


Just a pack o* rotten plates pittied up with tar. 

Ip we came, an' time enough, 'cross Bilbao Bar, 
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Overloa4ed^ undermanned^ meant to founder^ 

Euchred God Alm^hty's storm, bluffed the 

Eternal Sea 1 

• 

Seoen from all the Ivorld, back to town again, 
mRolUn* dot^n the Ratcltjfe Hoad drunk and raising 
Cain : • 

Seven men from out of HelL Aint the owners gay, 

* Cause we took the * Bolimr* safe qpross fhe Bay f 



THS SACRIFICE OF ER-HEB 
« 

o ” 

Er-Heh beyond ike Hills Ao-’Safai 
Bears witness to the truth, and Ao^Safai 
Hath told the men of Gorukh» Thence the tale 
Comes weslward o*er the peaks to India. 

t 

o 

The story of Bisesa, Armod's child, — 

^ maiden plighted to the Chief in War, 

The Man of Sixty Spears, who held the Pass 
That leads to Thibet, but to-day is gone 
To seek his comfort of the Gpd called Budh 
The Silent — showing how the Sickness ceased 
'Because of her who died to save the tribe. 

Taman is One and greater than us all, 

Taman is One and greater thitn all Gods : 

Taman is Two in One and rides t‘ne sfcy. 

Curved like a stallion's croup, from dusk to dawn. 
And drums upon it with hii^lieefs, wheapchy 
If bred the neighing thunder in the hiBe* 

« 14M 
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This is Taman^ the God of all Er-Heb, 

,Who was before all Gods, and made all Gods, 
JW^jJ^presently will break the Gods he made, 

And step upon the Earth to govern men 

Who give him milk^ry ewes axiS cheat his 

• • • 

Priests,* * 

• ^ 

Or leave his ijhrine unlighted — as Er-Heb 
Eeft it unlighted and forgot Taman, 

When all the Valley followed after Kys^ 

And Yabosh, little Gods but very wise. 

And from the sky Taman beheld their sin. 

He sent the Sickness out upon the hills 
T1 e Red Horse Sickness with the iron hooves, 

To turn the Valley tp Taman again. 

m 

And the Red Horse snuffed thrice into the wind,» 
The naked wind that had no fear of him ; 

And the Red Horse stamped thrice upon the snow, 
The iiaked snow that had no fear of him ; 

And the Red Horse went out across the rocks 
The riiiging rocks that had no fear of him ; 

And downward, w the lean birch meets the 


snow, 
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And downward, where the grey pine meets the birch, 
And downward, where the dwarf oak meets the pine, 
Till at his feet our cup-like pastures lay. 

C o 

That nighty the slow mists of the er/ening dropped, 
Dropped as a cloth upon a^iead map/,s fape, • 

And weltered in the valld^, bluish-whfie 
Like water very silent— rspre^d abroad. 

Like water very silent, from the Shrine 
Unlighted^of Tinman to where the stream 
Is dammed to fill our cattle-troughs — sent up 
White waves that rocked and heaved and then were 
still, 

Till all the Valley glittered like a marsh. 

Beneath the moonlight, filled with sluggish mist 
Knee-deep, so that men wadeS as they walked. 

l^hat night, the Red Horse grazed above the Dam, 
Beyond the cattle-troughs. Men heard him feed, 
And those that heard him sickened where they lay. 

c 

Thus came the sickness to Er-He6, and slew 
Ten men, strong men, and^f the women four ; 

And the Red Horse went hl^ard with the dAwn, 
Bi^t near the cattle-troughs his hoof-prints lay. 
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Tlmt jadght, the slow m|$ts of the evening dropped, 
Dropped as % cloth upon the dead, but rose 
A little higher, to a young girl’s height ; 

, Till the valley glittered like a lake, ^ 

Beneath the mooiflight, filled with sluggij^ mist. 

• • 

That night, the Red Horse grazed beyond the Dam 
A stone* s-throw from t^e troughs. Men heard him 
** feed, 

# 

And those that heard him sickened %here they lay. 
Thus came the sickness to Er-Heb, and slew 
Of men a score, and of the women eight, 

And of the children two. 


Because the road 

To Gordkh was a road of enemies, 

And Ao-Safai was blocked with early snow, 

We could not flee from out the Valley. Death 
Smote at us in a slaughter-pen, and Kysh 

^ Was mute as Yabosh,* though the goats were slain ; 

# » 

And the Red JEIoi^e grazed nightly by the stream, 
And outward, towards the Unligfited Shrine, 
And Ihose that hear^tum sickened where they 
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Then said Bisesa to the Priests at dusk^ 

When the white mist rose up breast-high, *knd choked 
The voices in the houses of the dead : — 

^ Yabosh and Kysh avail not. If the Horse 
^ Reach thqf Unlighted Shrine we s&rely die. 

'Ye have forgotten of all Gods the Chieff 

• 4 

' Taman ! * Here rolled the thunder through the Hfll. 
And Yabosh shook upon- his jledestal. 

'Ye have forgotten of all Gods the chief 
' Too long.^ An^ all were dumb save one, who cried 
On Yabosh with the Sapphire *twixt His knees. 

But found no answer in the smoky roof. 

And, being smitten of the sickness, died 
Before the altar of the Sapphire Shrine. 

Then said Bisesa: — 'I am near to Death, 

'^nd have the Wisdom of the Grave for gift 
' To bear me on the path my feet must tread. 

' If there be wealth on earth, then I am rich, 

' For Armod is the first of all Er-Heb ; 

I 

' If there be beauty on the earth,'-* ^her eyes 
Dropped for a moment to the temple floor, — 

' Ye know that I am fair. B^here be Love, 

'Ye know that love is mine.' The Cliief in War, 
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The Man of Sixty Spears, broke from the press. 

And woultLhave clasped her, but the Priests with- 
stood, 

Sa^fttg : — ^ She has a message from Taman/ 

Then said Bises^: — ' By my wealth ariti love 
^ And beauty, I am choaen of the God f 
^Taman/ Here rolled ^the thunder through the 
Hills 

* • 

A^d Kysh fell forward on the Mound of Skulls. 

In darkness, and before our Priests, the maid 
Between the altars cast her bracelets down. 
Therewith the heavy earrings Armod made. 

When he was young, out of the water-gold 
Of Gorukh- -threw the breast-plate thick with jade 
Upon the turquoise anklets — put aside 
The bands of iilver on her brow and neck ; 

And as the trinkets tinkled on the stones. 

The thunder of Taman lowed like a bull. 


Then said Bisesa, stretching out her Jhands, 
As 0]de in darkness fearing Devils ; — ^ Help ! 
* 0 Briests, I am a ^man very weak. 
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^And who am I to know the will of Gods? 

^ Taman hath called me — whither shall I ^ * 

The Chief :n War^ the Man of Sixty Spears, 
Howled in his torment, fettered by the Priests^ 
But dared i^pt come to her to drag Her forth. 

And dared not lift his spear against the PFlestS. 
Then all men wept. 

There was a Priest of Kysh 
Bent with st huncj^ed winters, hairless, blind, 

And talohed as the great Snow-Eagle is. 

His seat was nearest to the altar-fires, 

Antt he was counted dumb among the Priests. 

But| whether Kysh decreed, or from Taman 
The impotent tongue found utterance we know 
As little as the bats beneath thb eaves. 

He cried so that they heard who stood without 
'To the Unlighted Shrine ! ’ arid crept aside 
Into the shadow of his fallen God 
And whimpered, and Bisesa went her way. 

That night, th^ slow mists of the evening dropped^ 
Dropped as a doth upon the i|ead, and rose ^ ^ 
Above the roofs, and by the UnJighted Shrine 
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Lay as the slimy water of the troughs 

When murriin thins the cattle of Er-Hebt 

And through the mist men heard the Red Horse 

iefed. 

• 

In Armadas house they lJumed Bisesa*s dRwer, 

A»d killed her black bullTTor, and broke her wheel, 
And loosed her hair, a§ for the marriage-feast. 

With cries more loud than mourning for the dead. 

. ♦ 

Across the fields, from Armod's dwelling-pltce, 

We heard Bisesa weeping where she passed 
To seek the Unlighted Shrine ; the Red H«rse 
neighed 

And followed her, and on the river-mint 
JHis hooves struck <leld and heavy in our ears. 


Out of the mists of evening, as the star 
Of Ao-Safai climbs through the black snow-blur 
To ihow the Pass is.clear, Bisesa stepped 
Upon the great grey slope of mortised stone. 

The Canseway of Taman. The Red Morse neighed 
Behind her to th6 Unlighted Shrine — then fled 
North to the Mountim where his stable lies. 
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They know who dared the anger of Taman^ 

And watched that night above the qlingipg mists, 
Far up the hill^ Bisesa's passing in. 

. She set her hknd upon the carven 
Fouled by k myriad bats, and black ^ith timf. 
Whereon is graved the Glory of Taman 
In letters older than the Ao-Safai ; 

And twice she turned aside and twice she wept, 
Cast down ^^pon the threshold, clamouring 
For him cshe loved — the Man of Sixty Spears, 

And for her father, — and the black bull Tor, 

Har»s and her pride. Yea, twice she turned away 
Before the awful darkness of the door, 

And the great horror of the Wall of Man 
Where Man is made the plaything of Taman ^ 

An Eyeless Fa^e that waits above and laughs. 

But the third time she cried and put her palms 
Against the hewn stone leaves, and prayed Tamaii 

To spare Er-IIeb and take her life for price. ^ 

(1 

They know who watched, the doors were rent apart 
And closed upon Bisesa, and iws rain 
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Broke like k flood across the Valley, washed 
The mist away ; but louder than the rain 
The thunder of Taman filled men with fear. 

Some say that from the Unlighted Shrine she cried 
For suocottr, very pitiftflly, thrice, 

others that she san^and had no fear. 

Ajjd some that there #vas neither song nor cry, 

Bfft only thunder and the lashing rain. 

Howbeit, in the morning men rose up. 

Perplexed with horror, crowding to the Shrine. 

And when Er-Heb was gathered at the doors 
The Priests made lamentation and passed in 
To a strange Temple and a God they feared 
But kiJbw not. 


From the crevices the grass 
Had thrust the altar-slabs apart, the walls 
Were grey with stains unclean, the roof-beams 
swelled • 

With many**coloured growth of rottenness, 

Axuf lichen veiled the Image of Taman 
In leprosy. The Bl£in of the Blood 
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Above the altar held the morning sun : 
A winking ruby on its heart : below, 
Face hid in hands, the maid Bisesa lay. 


Er^H eh beyond the Hills of Ao^Shfai 
Bears tvuness to the truth, ^nd Ao-Safai c ‘ 
Hath told the men of Gorukh, Thence the tale 
Comes westward der the peaks to India, 
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Eove ancJf Death once ceased t&eir strife 
•At»the Tavern cff Man's Life. 

Called for wine, afid threw — alas ! — ‘ 
Each his quivar on the grass. 

WTien the bout was o'er they found 
Mingled arrows strewed th^ ground. 
Hastily they gathered then 
Each the loves and lives of men. 

Ah, the fateful dawn deceived ! 

Mingled arrows each one sheaved ; 
Death's dread armoury was stored 
•With the shafts he most abhorred ; 
Love’s light quiver groaned beneath 
Venom-headed darts of Death. 

Thus it was .they wrought our woe 
At the Tavern long ago. 

TelJ me, do our mastei-s know. 

Loosing blindly as they fly. 

Old men lo^ while young men die ? 

157 
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The dead child lay inf the shroud, * 

And the widow watched beside ; 

And her mother slept, and the Channel swept 
Thec^ale in the teeth of the tide. 

< 

But the mother laughed at all. 

^ I have lost my man in the sea, 

‘ And the child is dead. Be still,' she said, 

^ What more can ye do to me ? ' 

The widoTv watched the dead, 

And the candle guttered low, 

And she tried to sing the Passing Song 
That bids the poor soul go. 


And ‘ Mary take you now,' sh© sax^, 

• That lay against my heart.' 

And ^ Mary smooth your crib to-night/ 
But she could not say ^\)epart.* 
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Then came a cry from the sea, 

But*the sea-rime blinded the glass. 

And ^ Heard ye nothing, mother ? ' she said, 

• ^ 'Tis the child that waits to pa§s/ 

And ^hj iiodding mother sighed. 

^ 'Tis a lambing ewe in the whin, 

' For why should^ the christened soul cry out 
‘ That never knew of sin ? ' 

^ O feet I have held in my hand, 

* O hands at my heart to catch, 

^ How should they know the road to go, 

^ And how should they lift the latch } * 

They laid a sheet to the door. 

With ihe little quilt atop. 

That it might not hurt from the cold or the dirt. 
But the crying would not stop. 

The widoi^ lifted the latch 

And strained her eyes to see,* * 

And opened the door on the bitter shore 
To let the soul go free. 



160 


THE GIFT OF THE SEA 


There was neither glimmer nor ghost. 

There was neither spirit nor spark, ’ 

And Heard ye nothing, mother ? * she said, 

* 'Tis crying for me in the dark/ ^ ^ 

( 

And the^ lodding mother ^sighed : ® c ^ 

♦ <■- 

^ 'Tis sorrow makes ye dull ; 

* Have ye yet to learn- the cry of the tern, , 

' Or the wail of fhe wind-blown gull ? * 

‘ The cerns are blown inland, 

^ The grey gull follows the plough. 

* ‘Twas never a bird, the voice I heard, 

' O mother, I hear it now I * 

' Lie still, dear lamb, lie still ; ' 

t 

* The child is passed from harm, 

* ’Tis the ache in your breast that broke your rest, 

* And the feel of an empty arm.* 

She put her mother aside, • 

^ In Mary's name let be I 
‘ For the peace of my soul I must go,* she said, 
And she went to the caliillg sea. 
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In the heel of the wlEid*bit pier, 

V Whei^ the twisted weed was piled, 

She came te the life she had missed by an hear, 
"For she came to a little child. 

m 

• 

Shejai^ it ijito her Jsreast, 

^ And b#ck to her mdther she came, 

But it would not f^ed and it would not heed, 

^ Though she gave it her Own child’s name. 

And the dead child dripped on her breast. 

And her own in the shroud lay stark ; 

And ^ God forgive us, mother/ she said, 

^ We let it die in the dark I ' 
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Jlead here :\x «5 

This is the story of Evarra^-^man— 

Maker of Gods in lands beyond fhe sea. 

Because the city gave him of her gold, 

Because ihe caravans brought turquoises, 

Becau^je his life was sheltered by the King, 

So that no man should maim him, none should 
* steal, 

Or break his rest with babble in the streets . 
When he was weary after toil, he made 
An image of his God in gold and pearl, ^ 

With turquoise diadem and human eyes, 

A wonder in the sunshine, known afar. 

And worshipped by the King; but, drunk with 
pride, , 

Because the city bowed to him fqr God, 

He wrote above the shrine : ^ Thus Gods ate made, 
' And fvhoso makes (hem otherwise shall die* 

And all the city praised him.H . . Then he dleil 
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Read here ihe siofy of Evarra — man — 

Maker of Giode in lands beyond the sea» 

Because the city had no wealth to give, 

Bemuse the caravans were spoiled afar^ 

« 

Because his life was threatened by the King, 

So thal^all men despised him in the i^reets, 

•He heweS the living if»ck, with sweat and tears. 
And reared a God |gainst the morning-gold, 

A. terror in the sunshine, seen afar. 

And worshipped by the King; Jbut,# drunk with 
pride, • 

Because the city fawned to bring him back. 

He carved upon the plinth : ^ This Gods are made, 
* Add whoso makes them otherwise shall die* 

And all the people praised him. , . . Then he 
idled. 

Read here the story of Evarra — man — 

Maker of Gods in lands beyond the sea. 

Because he lived among a simple folk, 

Bdmuse his ^lage was between the hills. 

Because; he smeared his cheeks with blood of ewes. 
He cut an idol from a fallen pine, 

, Smeared Hood upan its cheeks, and wedged a shell 
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Above its brows for and gave it hair 
Of trailing moss, and plaited straw for^erown. 

And all the village praised him for this cra% 

And brought him butter, honey, milk, iand curds. 

"■ Wherefore, because the shoutingti drove him mad. 
He scratiied upon that lo'g : ' Thue God^ ague made, 

* And whoso makes them otherwise shall die,* 

And all the people praised him. . • . Then^he 
died. 

c 

Read here the story of Evarra — man — 

Maker of Gods in lands beyond the sea. 

Because his God decreed one clot of blood 
Should swerve one hair's-breadth from the pulse’s , 
path, 

And chafe his brain, Evarra mowed alone, 
Rag-wrapped, among the cattle in the deldf, 
^’Counting his fingers, jesting with the trees. 

And mocking at the mist, until his God 
Drove him to labour. Out of^ dung and horns 
Dropped in the mire he made a ti^onstrous God, 
Abhorrent, shapeless, crowned with plantain tufts. 
And when the cattle lowed at twilight-time. 

He dreanMid it was the damd^r of lost eroiifdi. 
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And hdwled among the beasts : ^ Thm Godi are 
made^ 

* 4m whoso makes them otherwise shall die* 

; l^^eat the cattle bellowed. . . . Then he died. 

Yet Bt la«t he c^e to Paradise^ f 

^And founa his own four Gods, and that he wrote ; 

^nd marvelled, being very near to God, 

What oaf on earth liad made his toil God*s law, 
Till God said mocking: ^Mock^^not# These be 
thine.* • 

Then cried Evarra : * I have sinned ! * — ‘ Not so. 

^ If thou hadst written otherwise, thy Gods • 

* Had rested in the mountain and the mine, 

* And I were poorer by four wondrous Gods, 

. ^ And4hy more woifdrous law, Evarra. Thine, 

. ^ Servant of shouting crowds and lowing kine.* 

Thiereat, with laughing mouth, but tear-wet eyes, 

Evaria cast his Gods from Paradise. 

a 

This is rte sUfry of Evarra — man — 

Maker of Gods in lands beyond the sea. 
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• o 

o 

When the flush of a new-born sun fell first on 

f 

Eden’s green and gold, 

Our father ^dam sat under the Tree and scratched 
with/ A stickpin the mould ; 

And the first rude sketch that the world had seen 
pwas joy to his mighty heart. 

Till the Devil whispered behind the loaves, ^ It 's 
pretty, but is it Art ? ' 


VPierefore he called to his wife, and fled 
his work anew — 

The first of his race who cared a fig for the first, 

most dread review : * 

^ c 

And he left his lore to the use of hi^ sOn$*-^and 
that was a glorious gain 

When the Devil chuckled ^Is it Art?' la tho^Oer 
of the branded Cain, 
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They builded a tower to shiver the sky and wrench 
the slSirs apart^ 

Till the Devil grunted behind the bricks : " It 's 
^ iMking^ but is il Art ? ’ 

The stone was dhroppad at the quarry-side and thi> 
idle 4 ^erriek swung^ 

’VWiile each man talked of the aims of Art, and 
each in an alien ^ongue. 

They fought and they talked i# the North and 
the South, they talked and they fought in 
the West, 

Till the waters rose on the pitiful land, aii5 the 
poor Red Clay had rest — 

Had rest till the dank blank-canvas dawn when the 

• • • 

dove was preened to start, • 

And the Devil bubbled below the keel : ‘ 's 
human, but is it Art ? ' 


The^ is a% old as the Eden Tree — and new as 
the new-cut tooth — • 

each man knows ere his lip-thatch grows he is 
master of ArWand Truth ; 
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And each man hears as the twilight nears^ to 
beat of his dying heart. 

The Devil drum on the darkened jmne: 'You did 
it, but was it Art ? ' 


We have learned to whittle the Eden Tree to tne 
shape of a surplice-peg, ^ 

We have learned to bottle our parents twain in the 
yelk of kn addled egg, 

We know^ that the tail must wag the^dog, for the 
horse is drawn by the cart ; 

But tne Devil whoops, as he whooped of old : ' It 's 
clever, but is it Art ? * 


When the dicker of London sun falls 
Club-roonf s green and gold. 

The sons of Adam sit them down and scratch with 
their pens in the mould — 

They scratch witli their pens in the «not|ld of their 
graves, and the ink and the anguish start, 

For the Devil mutters behind the leaves : ' It 
pretty, but is it Art ? ' 
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Now, if we could win to the Eden T^ec whete the 
Four (Sreat Eivers flow. 

And the Wreath of Eve is red on the turf as she 
^ Jett it long ago, ^ ^ 

And If we could coiJI when the sentry slept and^ 
softly^A^urfy throiTgh, i 

B;f the favour of God we might know as much— • 
^^Our father Addin knew. 
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This is the sorrowful story ^ 

Told when the t\yilight fails 
And the monkeys walk together 
^^Holding each other’s tails : — 

^ Our fathers lived in the forest, 

* Foolish people were they, 

* They went down to the cornland 
^ To teach the farmers to play, 

# • 

^ Oui fathers frisked in the millet, 

‘ Our fathers skipped in the wheat, 
' Our fathers hung from the branchet^ 
‘ Our fathers danced in the street. 

^ Then came the terrible ^niiers, 

‘ Nothing of play they knew, 

^ Only . . . they caught our fethers 
^ And set them to fabonr too 2 
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' Set them to work in the comland 

* With ploughs and sickles and dails, 
* Put them in mud>walled prisons 

* And— cut off their beautiful tails 1 

• # 

*« 

•IJow, we can watch our fath^rs^ 

* Sullen and bowed and old, 
Stooping ofer the millet, 

* Sharing the silly mould, 

• 

'Driving a foolish furrow, 

' Mending a muddy yoke, 

' Sleeping in mud-walled prisons, 

' Steeping their food in smoke. 

'We may not speak to oui^athers, 

* For if the farmers knew 
'They would come up to the forest 

f And set us to labour too.' 

This fs the horrible story 
Told as the twilight fails* 

And the raortkeys walk together 
Holding each other's tails. 


m 
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II 

'Twas when the rain fell steady an’ thp Ark was 
^ pitched an* ready, ^ o 

That Noal^ got his ortlers fpr to t%ke the^biwstes 
below ; • ^ & 

He dragged them all together ^by the hprrx '^n* tide 
an* feather, c? 

An all ex^ipt the Donkey was agreeable to go. 

1 

Thin Noah spoke him fairly, thin talked to him 
sevarely, 

An’ thin he cursed him squarely to the gloiy nv 
^ the Lord : — ' 

* Divil take the^ass that bred you, and the greftt^ 
ass that fed you — 

Divil go wid you, ye spalpeen ! * an' the Donkey , 
went aboard. 

O’ 

But the wind was always ff^liIl^ ah' *twaa 
onaisy sailin'> 

An* the ladies in the cabin ccmldn’t stand the . 
stable air; ^ 
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the bimtei betwmt the hatehes^ they tuk an* 
died in batches^ 

Till Noah aaid ^ There 's wan av us that hasn't 

' ' , I 

«fmid his hire ! ' 

For h6*haa^ ti flustdt'ation wid the l^stes av all 

T3^e fau8l|>etin' elephints an* bellowin^ av 
, • whales ; 

An* he saw fominst the windy w4iin%e wint to 
stop the shindy 

The Bivil w'id a stable-fork bedivillin* their taila 

Dildl cursed outrageous, but Noah said um- 
brageous:—- . , 

'To what am I indebted for tlm tenant-right 
' ^ invasion?* ^ 

in' Divil gave for answer ; — ^ Evict me if you 
^ <»n, sir, 

'Foj I came in* wid the Donkey — on Your 
Honour* s* invitation. * 
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Above the portico a fiag-staff, hearing the Uni^ Jack^ 
Remained Jiuttbring in the flames for some tim^f 
ultimately when it fell the Crowds rent the air with shouts ^ 
and seemed tS^ see significance in the inciddht. , ^ ^ ' 

DAILY 1*APES»S:> 

Winds of the World, give answer i are 

whimpering to and fro — 

And wh^t shomd they know of England who only 
Ei^land know ? — 

The^ poor little street-bred people that vapour and 
fume and brag. 

They are lifting their heads in the stillness to yelp 
c at the En^ish Flag! 


Must we borrow a clout from the Boer— to plaster * 
anew with dirt ? 

An Irish liar* s bandage, or an English cowiird*8 
shirt ? 

We may not speak of England ; her Flaggs to Sell or 
share. 

What is the Flag of Engltod? Winds df the 

World, declare C 
^ pr4 
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IPhe IJfopth Wind blew : — * From Bergen my steel* 
shod veh*gti«Fds go ; 

^ I chiise your lazy whalers home from the Disko doe ; 
f By thW great North XJghts above me I work the 

will of God, • * « 

# 

^ And the liper splits on the ice-field or ^he Dogger 
« fills with cod. * 


* I bawied my gates wilh iron, I shuttered my doors 

with flame, 

^Because to force my ramparts*youi^nutshell navies 
came; 

took the sun from their presence, I cut them 
'' down with my blast, 

* And they died, but the Flag of England blew free 

ere the spirit passed. 




J^The Jean while bear hath seen it in the long, long 
Arctic night, * 

musk-ox knows the standard that flouts the 
Nortl]|em Light^: 

IS the Fjag of England? Ye have but my 
to* dare, . 

^ Ye have but my drifts to conquer. Go forth, for it 
there r 
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Hie South Wind sighed From the Virgins hay 
mid-sea course was ta'en 
^ Over a thousand islands lost in an Idle xnal% 

^ Where the sea-egg flames on the coral tod tile 
» long-backed breakers croon • 

^ Their endless ocean legeiids to the fcizy, locked 
lagoon. * • 


^Strayed amid lonely islets, mazed amid outer 
keys, o ^ . 

^ I wakefl the palms to laughter — I tossed the scud in 
the breeze — 

^ N^jver was isle so little, never was sea so lone, 

* But over the scud and the palm-trees an EnglfSIf 
flag was flJwn. 


flj^’w 


^ I have wrenched it free from the halliard to faan^ 
^ for a wisp on the Horn ; ^ 

‘ I have chased it north to the Lizard--^riliboiie^ ak^ 
rolled and torn ; , , 

* J have spread its fold o'er the dying, adri^ in 
hopeless ^ea; 

^ 1 have hurled it awift on the slaver, and siNm Cte 
slave set free. 
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^ hiking stmfish Isaow it^ and wheeliiiig albatross, 
/Where tht lone wave fills with fire beneath the 
Southern Cross. 

'What^ the Flag of England? Ye have but my 
reefs to dare^ * ^ 

^ Ye ha^;e but x^y seasio furrow. Go forth, for it is 
* there?** • ^ 

The S^t 'v9^hd roar4^d : — ^ From the Kuriles, the 
^ ^53itter Seao, I come, 

^ And me men call the Home-Wind* fo? I j^ring the 
English home. 

^ Look — look well to your shipping 1 By the breath 
of my mad typhoon 

^ I swept your close-packed Praya a^ beached your 
best at Kowi< on ! 


^The reeling juidis behind me and the racing seas 
before, * 

‘ I raped your richest roadstead — I plundered Singa- 
pore ! 

^ I set my hand on the Hoogli ; as a hooded snake 
she rose, • 

^Amd I fiung 3 mur stoutest steamers to roost with 
the startled cmwE, 
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'Never the lotos closes^ never the wild-fowl wake^ 

' But a soul goes out on the East Wind %hat died for 
England* s sake — 

' Man or woman or suckling, mother or i^iide or 
' mmd — ^ 

' Because on the bones of the English J^he English 
Flag is stayed. v> 

c 

' The desert-dust hath dimmed it, the flying^ild<*ass 
knows^ , j 

' The scared wfiite leopard winds it across the taitit- 
less snows. 

'Wjiat is the Flag of England? Ye have but my 
sun to dare, 

' Ye have but ij^y sands to travel. Go forth, for it is 
there ! * 

The West Wind called ; — ' In squadrons the thought- » 
less galleons fly ' _ 

'That bear the wheat and cattle lest street-bred 
people die, • 

' They make my might their porter, they make my 
house their path, 

^ Till I loose my neck from their rudder imd whelm 
them all in my wrath. 
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' I draw tile gliding fog>bank as a snake is drawn 
fijom t&e hole, 

^They bellow one to the other, the frighted ship- 
{icSls toll, ^ 

^ For day is a drifting terroi^till I raise the shrouS 
with bfeath, * ^ I 

* AUd^^ey see strange bows above them and the 

two go^lP^ked to ^eath. 

* But whether in calm or wrack-wreath^ whether by 

dark or day, • 

* I heave them whole to the conger or rip their 

plates away, • 

^ySirst of the scattered legions, under a shrieking sky, 
^ Dipping between the rollers, the English Flag goes 
by.. 


The dead dumb fog hath wrapped it — the froze^ 
^ dews have kissed 

* The naked stars have seen it, a fellow-star in the 

mjst. 

^ England? Ye have but my 

breatli to dat e, * 

• Ye have hut my waves to conquer. Go forth, for it 

18 there I * 



^CLEARED/ 

»(lN MEMORY Ol* A COMMISSI^!f) 

Help for a patriot distre^'Sed, a /jijStJfless spirit 
hurt, 

Help for afu honourable clan sore trampled in the 
dirt ! 

From Queenstown Bay to Donegal, O listen to my 
^ song. 

The honourable gentlemen have suffered griefWR>' 
wrong. 

^ Their noble names were mentioned-— O th© bnmi^^ ' 
black disgrace ! — 

By a brutal Saxon paper in an Irish shooting- 

. case ; * g . 

They sat upon it for a year, then stbelf.d thei tLhe *trt 
to brave' it. 

And ^coruscating innocence' the learned Judges 
gave it. 

" - ISO 
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Bear Heaven, of that grim crime beneath 

the surgeon's knife. 

The honourable gentlemen deplored the loss of 
lifel 

*V} a 

Bear witness of thbse chanting choirs that burk and# 
shirk snigger,* 

No laid hand upon the knife or finger to the 
tri^r r 


Geared in the face of all mankind beneath the 
winking skies. 

Like phoenixes from Phoenix Park (and what# lay 
there) they rise ! 

Go shout it to the emerald seas — gi 
nowf • 

«aiier honourable gentlemen are cleared — and this 
is how: — 


^|e word to Erin 


They only paid ihe Moonlighter his cattle-hocking 
price, • • 

T^ey oidy helped the murderer with counsers best 
advice, 
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But-— sure it keeps their honour white— the learned 
Court believes 

They never give a piece of plate to murderers and 
thieves. 

c 

They never told the ramping crowd to^^rd' a 
woman s hide, c 

They never marked a man for death — what fauit of 
theirs Ito cMed ?— 

They onl^^ said intimidate/ and talked and went 
away — 

By God, the boys that did the work were braver 
men than they ! 


Their sin it was that fed the fire — small blame t%a, 
them that heard — 

The ^bhoys' get drunk on rhetoric, and madden 
at a word — 

They knew whom they were talking at, i^ they 
were Irish, too. 

The gentlemen that lied in Court, they knew, and 
well they knew. 
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They only took the Judas-gold from Fenians out of 

M * 

They only fawned for dollars on the blood-^yed 
ClJn-na-Gael. 

% * • 

If black is blacK or white white, in black and 

whttei4Jj's\iown,* ^ 

Th%j’^ only traitors to the Queen and rebels to 
the Crow. 


‘ Cleared/ honourable gentlemen i Be thdhkful it "s 
no more ; 

The widow’s curse is on your house, the dead are 
^ at your door. 

On you the shame of open sham^, on you from 
Notth to South • 

■The hand of every honest man flat-heeled across 
your mouth. * 


black than we were painted’.^ — Faith, no 
yord'of black was said ; • 

T%e lightest touch was human blood, and that, you 
Icnow, runs rdd. 
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It's sticking to your fist to-day for all ^our 
and scoff, 

And by the Judge's well-weighed word you cannot 

o 

wipe it off. « ^ 

< 

c 

, e ' ^ , 

Hold up those hands of innocence — go, scarp. .ySur 
sheep together, ' ^ 

The blundering, tripping tups that bleat behind the 
old bell-Vether ; ' 

And if tliey snuff the taint and break to find 
another pen, ^ 

Tell ^liem it's tar that glistens so, and daub them 

yours again/ 

\ 

'The charge is old' ? — As old as Cain — ^as fresh itat 
yesterday ; 

Old as the Ten Commandments — have ye talked 
those laws away ? • ^ 

If words are words, or death is dea£th,^or 
sends the ball. 

You spoke the words that sped the shot^the dime . 
be on you all. 
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'Our Mends believe ? Of course they do— as 

M 

sbeltered women may ; 

Brt have they seen the shrieking soul ripped from 
^ the* quivering clay ? 

They ! — If their *own frontdoor is shut^ they 'Ilf 
sweir whole world 's warm ; ^ 

WhSfc d.o they know of dread of death or hanging 
fear of hilm ? • 


The secret half a county keeps, the whisper in the 
lane. 

The shriek that tells the shot went home behind 
the broken pane, i 

The dry blood crrping in the sun that scares the 
^ ’ hon^ bees, * 

^Hhd shows the ^ bhoys ' have heard your talk — what 
' do they know of these ? 


^Igt^ou — ^ypu^know — ay, ten t-mes more; the 
secrets of the dead, • 

91 acit te|?’or on the country-side by word and 
'whisper bred, • 
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The maiigled stallion s scream at nighty the tail* 
cropped heifer s low. 

Who set the whisper going first ? You know> and 
well you know ! 


My soul ! I "d sooner lie jail for murder pkin 
and straight, , 

Pure crime I *d done with my own hand for^o»ey, 
lust, or Latfy 

Than take a seat in Parliament by fellow-felons 
cheered, 

While one of those 'not provens* proved me cleared 
as you are cleared. 


Cleared — you that Most' the League accounts — go^ms 
'' guard our honour still. 

Go, help to make our country's laws that broke 
God’s law at will — 

One hand stuck out behind the back, to 
^ strike again ' ; 


The other on your dress-shirt-front to show your 
heart is clane. 
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If black ia black or white is wliite> in black and 
whit^^t's down. 

Yon *re only traitors to the Queen and rebels to the 


Olown. 


ff print is priift or words^are words, the learned 
Caui;Jjperpends* — 

are not ruled by murderers, but only — by their 


h’iends^ 



AN IMPERIAL RESCRIPT 

Now this is the tale of the Council fhe German 
Kaiser decreed. 

To ease the &rong of their burden, to help the 
weak ih their need. 

He sent a word to the peoples, who struggle, and 
palit, and sweat, 

That the straw plight be counted fairly and thi 
tally of bricks be set. 

f, c> 

The Lords of Their Hands assembled; from the 

c 

East and the West they drew — 

Baltimore, Lille, and Essen, Bmmmagem, Clyde, 
and Crewe. 

And some were black from the fumaee, and 
were brown<from the soil. 

And some were blue from the dye-vat; but all were 

wearied of toiL 
<-188 
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Aja4 tlie young King said : — ' I have found it, the 
road \o the rest ye seek ; 

* The strong shall wait for the weary, the hale shall 
IJalt for the weak ; 

AVith the eve*i tramp o^an army where no n^n 
bresJi^s from th6 line, 

^^e shall march to peace and plenty ni the bond of^ 
brothe)j^ood — sign !* 

The paper lay on the table the stroi^ heads bowed 
thereby, * * ^ 

And a wail went up from the peoples ; — ^ Ay, sign — 
give re.;t, for we die I * ^ 

^ hand was stretched to the goose-quill, a fist was 
cramped to scrawl, * 

When— the langh of a blue-eyed maiden ran ele&r 
through the council-hall. 

And eaoh one heard Her laughing as each one Skw 
Her plain — 

Saidie, Mimi, or Olga, Gretchen, or Mary Jane, 

the Spirit of Man that is in Him to the light 
of Che vision woke ; • 

AxA the men drew back from the paper, as a 
Vankee delegate spoke : — 
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^ There ^s' a girl in Jersey City who works on file 
telephone ; 

^We're going to hitch our horses and dig fot a 
house of our own, * ^ 

^With gas and water connections, ind steam heat 

through to the top j " >«r * 

f, <0' 

^ And,W. Hohenzollern, I guess I shall work till I drd}>.* 

And an English delegate thundered : — ' The w6ak 
an' the l&nie^ be bio wed ! 

^ I 've a b^rth in the Sou'- West workshops, a home 
in the Wandsworth Road ; 

' And \ill the 'sociation has footed my buryin* bill, 

‘ I work for the fcids an' the missus. Pull up 1 I ^ 1 
be damned if I will I ' 

t 

And over the German benches the bearded whhfiea 
^ ran : — 

^ Lager, der girls und der dollars, dey makes or dey 
breaks a man. . ♦ 

’ c» 

^If Schmitt haf collared der dollars, jie collars der 
girl deremit ; 

^ But if Schmitt bust in der pianess, we collars der 
girl from Schmitt.* 
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They one resolution : — ^ Your sub-committee 

belie\>% 

'You can lighten the curse of Adam when you’ve 
lightened the cui se of Eve. 

^ till we are«built like migels, with hammer ai^ 

, chisel^and pen, # 

^ Mie will work for ourself and a womanl^ for ever and 

ever, amen/ 

% 

Now this is the tale of the, Cou^cib the German 
Kaiser held — 

The day that they razored the Grindstone, the 
day that the Cat was belled. 

The dky of the Figs from Thistle^ the day of the 
Twisted Sands, 

The day that the lawgh of a maiden made light of 
the Lords of Their Hands. 



TOMLINSOJJ 

Now Tomliison gave up Hie ghost in his house in 
Berkeley Square, 

And a Spirit came to his bedside and gripped^ him 
by the ^air — 

A Spirit igripped him by the hair and carried him 
far away, 

Till he heard as the roar of a rain-fed ford the roar 
of the Milky Way : ^ 

Till he heard the roar of the Milky Way die down 
* and drone and cease, ^ 

And they came to the Gate within the Wall wh^igg 
• Peter holds the keys. 

^ Stand up, stand up now, Tomlinson, and answer 
loud and high 

‘The good that ye did for the sake^of men d? ever 

ye came to die — " o 

‘ The good that ye did for the sake of men in lititle 

earth so lone I ' 

102 
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And the najked soul of Tomlinson grow white as 
a rain-bashed bone, 

*^0 1 have a friend on earth/ he said, 'that was 

my |irie$t and gi\ide, 

* • 

^ And well would* he answer ^11 tor me if he were hy 

my.side/ * • 

— 'JPor ihat ye strove iS neighbour-lole it shall be 

written fair, 

% • 

'Bq|; ndw ye wait at Heaven's Gate and not in 
Berkeley Square : ^ , 

^Though we called yom friend from hit bed this 
night, he could not speak for you, 

' For the race is run by one and one and never by 
A two and two/ 

Then Tomlinson looked up and down, and little 
gain was there, , * 

jggr the naked stars grinned overhead, and he saw 
that his soul was bare : * 

*ftie Wind that blows between the worlds, it cut 
him like a knif^. 

And ^omlinso^ took up his tale and spoke of his 
^ good in life. • 

* Ttds I have read in a book,' he said, ' and that was 
told to me, 

N 
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^ And this I have thought that another man thought 
of a Prince in Muscovy/ 

He good souls flocked like homing doves and 
bade him clear the path, 

f e 

And Peter twirled the gangling keys in wearin&ss 
and wrath. * *> f. 

^ Ye have reJ^d, ye have heard, ye have thou^hl^ he 
said, ^ and the tale is yet ^to run ; 

' By the worth of the body that once ye l&d, give 
answer'-fwjiat h^' ye done 
Then Torillinson looked back and forth, and little 
good it bore, 

For the Darkness stayed at his shoulder-blade and 
Heaven’s G^ate before ; — 

* O this I have felt, and this I have -guessed, and 

this I have heard men say/- < 

* And this they wrote that another man wrote of«£>> 

* carl in Norroway.* 

* Ye have read, ye have felt, ye have guessed, good 

lack I Ye have hampered Heaven's Gate; 

gjt * 

‘ There 's little room between the stars in idlenesm to 
prate I • ' 

‘O none may reach by hired speech of neigliholir, 
priest, and kin 
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hmowed deed to God's meed that 
lies "so* fair within ; 

^Get ^iiciicej get hence to the Lord of Wrong, for 
has yet to run, 

*4^d . . . the •faith that^e share with Berkel#y 
Square uphold you, Tomlinson ! * 


% 

Sfltrit gripped him by the hair, and sun by sun 
tiiey fell ^ ^ * 

Till tiiey came to the belt of Naughty aS tars that 
rim the mouth of Hell : 

The first are red with pride and wrath, the noKt are 
« white with pain, ^ 

But the third are black with clinkered sin that 
cannot burn ag^n : * 

3ihey njusy hold their path, they may leave their 
|:}atb> with never a soul to mark, • 

tjiey may bum or freeze, but they must not cease 
in the Scorn of the Outer Dark. 

3316 ^ind that blows between the worlds, it nipped 
^ to the bone, , 

4414 hq yearned to the flare of HelLgate there as 
th6 light of his own hearth-stone 
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The Devil he sat behind the bars^ where the desperate 
legions drew. 

But he caught the hasting Tomlinson and ivould not 
let him through: o 

f 0 ' 

^jyot ye the price of^ood pit-coal that I mhst 
pay ? * said he, » < ^ 

^That ye rafac yoursel’ so^t for Hell and asWno 
leave of me ? 

* r 

* I am all o*er-sib to Adam’s breed that ye should 

give me ocqm, ^ 

‘ For I strdVe with God for your First Father the day 
that he was bora. 

^ Sit down, sit down upon the slag, and answer loud 
and high 

* The harm that ye did to the Sons of Men or ever 

you came to die.’ c o 

And Tomlinson looked up and up, and saw againat 

* the night 

The belly of a tortured star blood-re5 in Hdllr 
Mouth light; * • 

And Tomlinson looked down and dowm saw 
beneatli feet 

The frontlet of a tortured star lOilk^wliite ifi 
Mouth heat. 
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'O I had A love or> earth/ said he, '.that kisaed 
me to my fal]^ 

' And tf ye would call my love to me I know she 
wJhld answer all/ ^ 

— * All that ye aid in love |prbid it shall be written 
faif, • • 

now ye wait at Hell-Mouth Gafe and not in 
Berkeley Square# 

^ THbUgh we whistled your love from her bed to-night, 
I trow she would not run/ • • 

* For the sin ye do by two and two ye m%st pay for 
one by one ! ' 

The Wind that blows between the worlds, it cUt him 
• like a knife, \ 

And Tomlinson took up the tale and spoke of his 
siii*in life : — • 

I ha' ’aughed at the power of Love and twice 
^ at the grip of the Grave, 

' And thrice I ha' patted ray God on the head that 
^en might call me brave/ • 

^The ^evil blew on a brandered soul and set it 
aMdetocooI: — • 

"iSd'ifelSdnk I would waste my good pit-coal on the 
hide of a br£n-sick fool ^ 
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^ I see no worth in the hobniiiled mirth or the jolt- 
head jest ye did 

^ That I should waken my gentlemen that al'e sleeps 
ing three^on a grid.* ^ ^ 

Then Tomlinson lookecft back and forth, and there 
was little grace, ^ ^ 

n V 

For Hell-Gate filled the houseless Soul with^lhe 
Fear of Naked Space. ^ o 

* Nay, this I ha* heard/ quo* Tomlinson, ^and^his 
was noised Abroad, 

^ And this^ ha* got from a Belgian book on the word 
of a dead French lord.* 

o 

— ^ Ye ha* heard, ye ha* read, ye ha* got, good lack ! 

o 

and the tale begins afresh — 

' Have ye sinned one sin for the pride o* the eye or 
the sinful lust of the flesh 

Then Tomlinson he gripped the bars and yammer^^ 
^ Let me in — c’ 

'Fori mind that I borrowed my neighbours wife to 
sin the deadly sin.* ' 0 

The Devil he grinned behind the baSs, arid bchlced. 
the fires hfgh ; 

.if , ’ *Mh ' 

' Did ye read of that sin in a book ? * said he ; and 
Tomlinson Said, * Ay V 
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Tbe Dii^l he blew upon his- nails, and the little 
devils ran, 

jke liaid : 'Go busk this whimpering thief that 
pdfenes in the guise of a man : 

* Minnow him ofit ’twixt sty and star, and sieve bis 
proper wfirth : • 

'Tftere 's sore decline in Adam’s line if4his be spawn 

of earth/ • 

* ^ 

Empusa’s crew, so naked-new they may not face the 
fire, • a • * 

But weep that they bin too small to sin t(f the height 
of their desire, 

Over the coal they chased the Soul, and ra<!ked it 
• all abroad, % 

As children rifle a caddis-case or the raven’s foolish 
holu’d. • 

back they c^une with the tattered Thing, as 
^ children after play, * 

And they said: 'The soul that he got from God he 
bartered dean away. • 

' Wljjiave ^threshed a stook of print and book, and 
^%yinnowcd a chattering wind • 

many a soul wherefrom he stole, but Ids we 

cannot findY 
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'We have handled him, we have dandled him, vre 
have seared him to the bone, 

' And sure if tooth and nail show truth he has no soul 
of his own/ 

The Devil he bowed ^is head od his breast and 
rumbled deep and low : — ® o 

' I 'm all o'erUib to Adam’s t>reed that I should^d 
him go. e 

^ o 

'Yet close we lie, and deep we lie, and if I gave him 
place, ‘ . 

' My gentlOmen that are so proud would flout me to 
my face ; 

' They^ call my house a common stews and me a 
careless host^ 

' And — I would not anger my gentlemen for the sake 
^ of a shiftless ghost.* t " 

The Devil he looked at the mangled Soul tha^ 
^ prayed to feel the flame, ^ 

And he thought of Holy Charity, but he thought of 
his own good name : — « 

'Now ye could haste my coal to waste, jrc 
down to fry: • ** 

'Did ye think of that theft for yourself ? ' siud tij 
and Tomlinson said, ' Ay ! ’ . 
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The Devil he blew an outward breathy for hia heart 
was free from care : — 

^ Ye have scarce the soul of a louse/ he said, ^but 
the^roots of sin are there, 

a ^ 

' ASd for that sitf should ye ^ome in were I the load 
aloae. • • 

^ Bua sinful pride has rulS inside — and Aightier than 
my own. ^ 

' Honour and Wit, fore-damned they sit, to each his 
priest and whore : , ^ * 

^ Nay, scarce I dare myself go there, and they'd 
torture sore. 

^Ye are neither spirit nor spirk/ he said; ^Je are 
• neither book nor brute — % 

* QOf get ye back to the flesh again for the sake of 

Man's repute. • * 

all o'er-sib to Adam's breed that I should mock 
^ your pain, ^ 

* Bat look that ye win to worthier sin ere ye come 

again. . • 

'Oet'j|||t9^eej tlie hearse is at your door — the grim 
black*stallions wait — t 

bear your clay to place to-day. Speed, lest 
ye conie too%te ! 
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'Go back to Earth with a lip unsealed^go back 
with an open eye, 

' And carry my word to the Sons of Men or ever ye 
come to die : ^ 

, , o 

'^'hat the sin they do hp two and two they must pay 
for one by one — ' 

'And . . . tlie God that you took from a prlflted 
book be wdth you, TomliFSon ! * 



- L' ENVOI 

Thjre*«? a whisper do#ii the field w^ere the year 
has shot her yield. 

And the riAs stanTli grey to tlie sun, 

Singing : — ^ Over then, come over, fo^^the bee has 
quit the clover, 

‘ And youi English summer's done/ 

You have heard the beat of the off-shoi^ wind, 
And the thresh of the deepKsea rain ; 

You have heard the song — how long ! how 

. long’ , 

Pull out on the trail again ! 


Ha' done with the Tents of Shem, dear lass, 
Wc Ve seen the seasons thfough, 

^d ij'stime to turn on the old trail, our own 
*trail, the out trail, 

JBull out, pull out, on the Long Trail — the trail 
w* lltat i^hlways new. 


m 
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It *s North you may run to the rim6*rii9g>etl »tm 
Or South to the blind Horn's bate ; 

Or East all the way into Mississippi Bay, 

Or West to the Golden Gate ; 

^ Where tfie blind^t bluffs hold good, dtear 
lass, •' 

And thd wildest tales are true, 

And the men bulk big onJ:he old trail, our own 
trail, the out trail, ^ o 

And lifec r^ins l^rge on the Long Trail — the 
tfail that is always new. 

The dsys are sick and cold, and the skies are grey 
and old, t ^ 

And the twice-breathed airs blow damp; 

And I *d sell my tired soul for the bucking beam'Sea 
roll 

^ Of a black Bilbao tramp ; 

With her load-line over her hatch, dear lass. 
And a drunkencDago crew, • 

And her nose held down on the o|jd our 
own trail, the out trail ' 

From Cadiz Bar on the Long Trail — t!fel 
that is always new. 
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Ther^ be Izifile ways to take^ of the ea^le ox’ the snake, 
Or the way of a man with a maid ; 

Bat the sweetest way to me is a ship's upon the sea 
In thfc heel of the North-East Trade, 

Can you he& the crastyon her bows, dear iasa^ 
Ai»i the drum 6f the racing screw, 

•As she ships it green on the old frail, our own 
trail, ^the ouj trail, 

•As she lifts and 'scends on the Long Trail — 
the trail that is always new ^ 


See the shaking funnels roar, with the Peter»al the 
• fore, % 

And the fenders grind and heave, 

And the derricks (;}ack and grate, as the tackle 
« hooks the crate, 

Ani the fall-rope whines through the sheave ; • 

* 

It 's ^ Gang-plank up and in,' dear lass, 

^It 's ' Hawsers .warp her thiough ! * 

i^'s«^All clear aft' on the old trail, our 
own trail, the out trail, • 

backing down on the Long Trail — the 
trail th^ is new. 
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O the mutter overside, when the port-fog holdil us th^ 

And the sirens hoot their dread ! 

When foot by foot we creep o’er the hueless viewless 
deep 

^To the sob of the questing lead !« 

It ^s down by the Lower Hope, dear 
With thv Gunfleet Sands in view, ^ , 

Till the Mouse swings green on the old trail, 
our own trail, the out trail, 

And tllfe(-.Gull Light lifts on the Long Trail — 
tiie trail that is always new. ^ 

O thi blazing tropic night, when the wake's a 
welt of light r * 

That holds the hot sky tame. 

And the steady fore-foot snore^ through thft planet- 
powdered floors 

• Where the scared whale flukes in iaiUle t 

Her plates are scarred by the sun, dear lass. 
And her ropes ^re taunt with the dew, 

0 

For we 're booming down on the old trail, oiir 
own tyail, the out trail, * 

We're sagging south on the Long Trail-w^6 
trail that is always new. 
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get her home, where tfte drunken 
rollers comb. 

And the shooting seas drive by^ 

And th% engines stamp and ring^ and the wet bows 
^ * reel and swing. 

And ^e So^jthei^Cross lides high ! 

^es, the old lost stws wheel back,tlear lass, 
Hiat blaze in th^ velvet blue. 

♦They're ^ old Iriends on the old trail, our 
own trail, the out tra^, ^ ^ 

They 're God's own guides on the Long Trail — 
the trail that is always new. 


Fly forwaid, O my heart, from the Foreland to the 
^tart — ^ 

're steaming all-too slow. 

And it's twenfir thousand mile to our little lazy isH 
^Wliere the trumpet-orchids blow ! 

You have hegud the call the off-shore wind 
And thf voice of the deep-sea rain ; 

* Yat have heard the song — hpw long how 

long? 

FuJl out m the trail again ! 
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The Lord knows what we may find, dear lass. 
And The Deuce knows what we may 4o — 

But we *re back once more on the old trail, our 
own trail, the out trail, 

We're down, hull ^down on the Long Tr*fil — 
the trail that is alwayo newr 


Printed by T. and A, Constable, Printers to Her Mi^esty, 
at the Eduib«trgb Oniverthy 
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Forthcoming Books 

OENERAL LITERATURE . ^ 

CHadrtone. THE SPEECHES AND PUBLIC ADDRESSES 
OF THE RT. HON. W. E ^SLADSTONE, M.P. WitB Not» 

. and Introductions. Edited by A. W. H^yrroN^ M.A. (Librarian of 
til^c Gladstone Library), and H. J.^OHSN|^ M.A. With Portraits* 
8zfp» VoU» IX, <£\id X. 12S, [In /m/. 

Messrs. Methuen beg to announce that they are about to issue, in ten volumes 
8vo, an authorised collection of Mr. Gladstone'^ Speecheit. the work being under- 
taken with his sanction and under his superintendence. ^ Notes aiHQ Introduction 
^ will be added. In fprra it will be uniform with Professor Thorold Rogers’ edition 
of Mr. Bright’s Spee(!h<, ,^and each volume will contein a portrait of Mr. Gladstone. 

It is evident that this impoi|anf work will be indispensable to the politician, tho 
historian, and the ^ publicist, and indeed to all those who take an interest in the 
history of the last sixty years, and in the career of Mr. Gladstone. 
lx vieuf of ike approaching General Election^ ti is proposed to issue VolSi tX. and 
X, Ufkich will txclude the speeches of the last seven or eight yearst immedtately^ 
and then to^roceed With the earlier volumes, 

Budyard Kipling. BALLADS. By Rudyarb KtPLwa ' 

Crown 8 vo. 6 s, [Apil 1892. 

Also a limited edition on hand-made paper* Demy Smt, 

This volume will contain twenty ‘ Barrack-Room ^allads ’ (several of^ which will b« 
published for the first time) and a large number of other poems, including ' • 

and West, *The Flag of England,* *The Lament of the Border Ci^attlo 
* Origin of Evil,’ etc. , 

OoUingwood. JOHN RUSKIN : His Life and 

W. G. Colling WOOD, M.A, late Scholar of University College, 
Oxford, Author of the Teaching 0/ John Ruskio,* Etditor c^, 
Mr. Ruskin’s Poems. 8w. 189SL 

Also a limited edition on hand-made paper, ^ith> the 
OB India paper. ^ 

This important work is written by Mr. Collingwood, who has been for IfwW 
Mr. Raskin's private secretary, and who has had unique advantages in o^ainkig 
materials for this book from Mr. Ruskin himself fitun hu friends. It 
contain a large amount of new mattor, and of letters tlhich have neveni been pub* 
Ushed, and {yill be in fact, $i near as is possible at present, a full and aidheiir|t»t|''ilM 
Mography «f Mr.^' Ruskiii, the bode wtU contain numerous portrait «f Ilk 
.V Roskiil, and lilso sooM ikatche* by Mr. RttskiD and. Mr. ArthW Se^ 


•THE TRAgIdY of the QHESARS: TM 

< lEmp^^Hm of Hm Jolm and Oaudian Llaat. Witli ntuneront tllot* 
ttatioo* %»m Bnsts/Oems, Cameos, etc. By & Baring GootG, 
Atttlkof of • MehaJah,' etc. * vols. rtfyal Stw. [In fh* firtss, 

Ulife liook It tin <H»ly one in Enellth which deah with the personal history of tha 
4>etiirt» and Iktf. Baring Gould hat found a tubject which, for picturasque detail 
w»tid totikhre interest, it no^ rivalled by any a'ork of fiction. The volumet ar# 
eopiootly^uscrated. 

Bwill0<»ouM. IN JHE ROAR OF THE SEA : A Talc ot 
the Cornish Coast. By S* BarIng Gould. 3 vets, 3iJ.*64f. 

e • sea [April 1892. 

Fenreqi^THE HISTORY OF FLORENCE FROM 1 "h£ 
TIME OF THE MEDICIS TO THE FALL OF THE RE- 
PUBLIC. By F. T. ^RRENS. Translated by Hannah Lynch. 

^ 2 n^t»k, Vcl^i* Zm [March 1892. 

Thit it a translation from the French o." the best histor^of Florence in existence. 
These volumes cover a period of profound interoFa-political and literary-Hsnd 
they are written with gretft vivadty. The* wdik will be in thren volumes, of which 
tbit is the first. * 

mihlcy. SWIFTS JOURNAL TO STELLA. Edited, with 
Introduction and Notes, by Charles Whibley. 2 tfals, %vo, 

[In the press, 

Hettlfy. BYRON’S LETTERS. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by W. E. Henley. 8m [In preparation. 


WellB, OXFORD \ND OXFORD LIFE: With Chapters on 
the Ekdminattons. By Members of the University. Edited by J. 
lijELlA, M.A , Fellow and Tutor of Wadham College. Crown 8m 

[6ept. 1892. 

IN TWO PARTS:-- * 

*1. OXFORD LIFE. 11. THE EXAMINATIONS. 

1»dt worie will he of great interest and value to all who are tn any way conoected 
erith the University. It eriH contain an aacount of life at Oxford— intellectual, 
•OllWt and r^ligtotts— a careful estimate of necessary expenses, a review of recent 
and a suftement of the present pos'tioo of the University. The second 
fieri trw treat ruUy of the various examinations. 

letM OLD TESTAMENT CRlTlfriSM: Sermons. By 
Be ft. Drivsr, D D., Canon of Christ Church, Regius Professor of 
Hebrew in the Uifvetsity of Oxford. Crown 8vo. [/n the press, 

CARDINAL MANNING. A Bioerap]^. By A. VI.I 
ii#n^Na If . A. With Portrait and Bibliography Crmn 8m 6s, 

IJk ike pntes. 



4 MCSSRS. METHjifzM’S LlST 

• 

ONK'VOLUIHB NOVCtoa. 

A VICAR*S WIFfi. By Evelyn DickikSon. 6j,* 

MARGERY OF QUETHER, and other Stories. By S. BaEINO 
Gould, Author of* Mehalah/ etc. Cnnvn^vo. ^,6d» 

In the press. ^ 

THE POISON OF ASPS. By R. Orton PROwtfiE.^ CrowK 
Zvo. jSs. ' 9* ^ 

THE KING’S FAVOURITE? By Una Taylor. CromH 

. 

c ; 

NEW AND CHEAPER EDITIONS. 

In the press. ^ /i. ^ 

MY DANISH SWEETHEART. By W. CLARK RtJrSSEL^ 
** Author of ‘ The of the Crosvenor.* Crown &tfo. p. 6d, 

' Shipwreck and exposure ai^ dallfger are hit themes." The strength of the story Ud 
in the excellence at? the studies of Nature — all intensely ririd. The book aeotiui 
not inferior to any of the author's works.'— .4r/jir«xpi*r«. 

HOVENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel Robinson, Author of ‘The 
Plan of Calhpaign.' Crown 8vo. p. 6d. 

* ** Hovenden, V C.," has mucl^n it that reminds one of Daudet's '* Sappha"^ With- 
out any of Daudet's deliberate and needless grossness, our author succeeds in 
effecting something of that deep moral inipiessioo which he undeuiahly effect!. 
national Proas. 

A CAVALIER’S LADYE. By CONSeANCE DlCKtai. With 
IUmlrttlwns, Crown gm. p, fnl. 

Novel Series 

Messrs. Methuen will issue from time to time a Series 
of copyright Novels, by well 'Known Authors, handsomely 
bound, at the above popular prtce of three shtlllogs ;nd six- 
l^eiice. The first volumes (ready) are : — ^ 

I. THE PLAN OF tAMPAlGN. By F. MABEL ROBINSIJ^ 
». JACfJUETTA By S, Baring Gould, Author of ‘ 
etc. 4-"' ' 

* 3 . MY LAND OF BEULAH. By Mrs. IsiXH 

De Couj^ LLfiTaii). 

4. ELTS CHILDREN. By G. Manvills Fsirif. 




MsSSRS. ftCTHUEN^ Ll8T f l 

5. <AKMmEEL : A. Social llomaace. By S. VjiROia CoxiW, 

Avthor of * Meh£^h/ etc. ^ 

6. DBi^RICK VAUGHAN, NOVELIST. With Portrait of 

Author. By ^na Lyall, Author of * Donovun,’ etc. 

3^t>lSENCHANTMENT. By F. Mabel ROBINSON. 

8. DISARMED ^By M. Betham Edwards. 
g, JACK’S FATHCR. By VJ. E. Norris. 
la MARGERY. OF A^UETHER. By S. Baring Gould. 

11. A 4 ?i^T ILLUSION.^ By Leslie Keith. 

12; A MARRIAGE AT^SEA. By W. Clark Russell. 

«3. MiL rfUTLE^’S WARD. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

, /« prefarntUn, i 

14. URITH. By S. Baring Gould. 

15. MY DANISH SWEETHEART. By W. CLARK RusSELL. 

16. HOVENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

• Other Volumes will be annouil^d in dee course. 

NEW TWO^SHILLINO EDITIONS 
Crown 8w, Picturt Boards, 

ARMINELL. By the Author of * Mehalah.’ ^ iReady, 

ELTS CHILDREN. By G. Manville Fenn. \Kmdy, 

A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Manville Fenn. 

THE VUIET MRS. FLEMING. *By Richard Pr»ck. 
l&lSENCHAftTMENT. By F. Mabel^Robihsow. 
lACK’S father. By W. E. Norris.* 

THE PLAN OF^AMPAICN. By F. Mabei RobWSOH. 

A LOST ILLUSION. By Lesub Keith. 

JACqWtTA. By the Author of ‘MehalaL’ 




6 


Messes. M£THfEir*S LESfr 

English Leaders of Meligioi} 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDM AN, M. A. MVi PortrdU^ crown S^, Ir. 6e?» 

Under the above title Messrs. Methuen have commenced, 
the publication of a series of short biographies, free from party 
bias, of the most prominent leaders of religious life and 
thought in this and the last century. ^ 

Each volume will contain a succinct account and%stimate of the career, 
the inflpense, and the literary poijitiog of thesubjAit of the memoiif! 

The following are already arranged — ^ ^ 

CilRftlNAL NEW{^AN. By R. if. Hutton. ^^tady. 

* Few who read this book will fail to be struck by the wonderful insight it displays 

into the nature of the Cardinal’s genius and ^he spirit of his life.'— WWJfTRi0 
Ward, in the Tablet. ^ ^ e * 

* Full of knowledge, excellent in method, and intelligent in criticism. W^fmgard lO 
^ as wholly aATtxxtAhlc.’t^ Academy. 

* An estimate, careful, deliV^iHtei full^of profound reining and of acute insigha'— 

Pall Mall Gazette. * 

JOHN WESLEy!^ By J. H. Overton, M.A. [Ready, 

* It is well done : the story is clearly told, proportion is duly observed, and there is 

no lack either of discrimination or of sympzihy.'— Manchester GuardioH. 

* Admirable alike in tone and stylt.*— Academy. 

BISHOP WILBERFOR^iE. By G. W. Daniel, M.A. [Beady. 
CHARLES SIMEON.. By H. C. G. MouLE, M.A. [Ready. 
JOHN KBBLE. By W. Lock, M.A. 

F. D. MAURICE. By Colonel F. Maurice, k.E, 

THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

CARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. Hutton, MJL 
Other volumes will be announced in due course. 



Social Questions of To-day 

Edited b/H. D» B. GIBBINS, M.A. 

Cfvwn Svo, 2f. 6d. 

Messrs. Methuen beg. to announce the pubU#don of 
m Wies of volumes upon those topics of social, economic^ ^ 
and industrial i^tere^ that are at the present moment foremostiit "IhE 
pubUe mind. Each vdume of the series udfi be written 1^ an 
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ll MO mnbwled^ authority upon the cubjatt with which hill 
^ deaJs, an^ who will trw his question m a thorou^Iy lympathstie biit 
in^aitlal mannerp with Special reference to the hmotic aspect of tho 
ai^jecty'lfed from the point ^ ,yiew of the Historical School econotnlca 
and social frdence. 

f%6f9U<mimg Volumes of the SerUs are reody ^ 

TKADE WNIONISM— NEW AND OLD. * By G. HowiXI^ 
KK Author of *^The Conflicts of Capital and Labour.* 

THE CO-OPEEkriVE MOfEMENT TO-DAY. 'By G. J. 

HOLYtfAKU) Afttho/W * The History of Co-operation.* 

UOnfUk THRIFT. By Rev. J. Fromb Wilkinson*mJL, 
Aothof of * The Friendly Society Movement.* 

^ROl^LEMS OP^POvl^RTY : An Inquiry into the Industrial 
Conditions of the Poor. By J. A. Hobson,^. A. , ^ 

‘ ‘THE COMMERCE *OF NATIOl^S.^y C. F. BastabLE, 
M. A, l*rofessor of Economics at Trinity Collegia, Dublin, and Author 
of * International Commerce.* • 

* THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. H. WiLKiNS, B. A, Secretary 
to the Society for Preventing the Immigration of Ddititute Aliens* 

7%e following^ Volumes are til preparation ^ 

THE RURAL EXODUS. By P, Andssrson Graham. 

lln the press* 

LAND NATIONALISATION. By Harold Cox, B.A 

• \Jn the press, 

POVERTY AND PAUPERISM. By Rev. L. R. Phei^s, MA., 
* Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford. 

xENGLISH SQCIALIShl OF TO-DAY. By Hubert Bl 4ND, 
the Authors of ^ Fabian £ssay&* 

aJjJNGLI^fH LAND AND ENGLISH MEN. By Rev. C. W. 

^ Stubbs,^* A., Author of * The Labjurep and the Land.* 

MaDERN LABOUR AND OLD ECONOMICS. By H. DB 
Bv GibbiHS, M.A (Editor), Author of ‘The Industrial History of 
England.' •r ^ 

CH^SIflAN SOCIALISM IN ENG|#4NDa By Rev, J 
: tf-A., of Puscy How, C)x^ 



S MsTHiSrEsr'B List 


THE EDUCAnON OF THE IeOPLE. By J. 6 . DlOC^ 
M.A., Chairmajp of the London School 

WOMEN’S WORK. By Lady Dilke. 

TECHNICAL AND COMMERCIAL EDUCATION, ByP. 
Hawkkidge, M.A., B.Sc., Secretary to the Derby County ConocS* 

ItAlLWAY PROBLEMS PRESENT AND FUTURE. 

R. W. Barnkitt, M.A., Editor of the ‘Railway Timesf^ , 


, c University ExtensicSri Series, 

Under the above title Messrs. Methuen are publishing a seriei of 
books on historical, literary, and scientific si^jects, suitable for exten^ioD 
Students and home reading circles. The volumes are^intendetf'to ^sist tfai|^ 
lecuirer and not to us^fp his place. Each volume will be complete in 
itself, and the subjects bg treated by conjpetent writers in a broad 
and philosophic spiri^. 


Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A., 

Principal of University College, Nottingham, 

^ Crown SvOf 2s. 6d, 

The foUot^ing volumes are ready : — 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENGLAND; By H. DE 
B. Gi BRINS, M. A., late Scholar of Waiiham College, Oxon,, Cobden 
Prueinan. Second Edition. With Maps,ind Plans. < [Eeady, 

* A compact and clear story of our industrial development. A study of tbii^ncise 
bin luminous book cannot fail to give the reader a clear insight into the principal 
phrrumiena of our ir^yustrial history The editor and publishers are to be congra* 
tiiliued on this 6rst volume of their venture, and we shall look with expettOQt* 
inn rest for the succeeding volumes of the series If they maintain the 
standard of excellence the senes will make a permanent place for itself among the 
many «e;'ies which appear from ^me to time ‘—i/uftiersitjf ^jetensioH dmermdL 

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POLITICAL IJCONOM^. By 
L L. Price, M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, OitoQ., *£xte|uiMf^ 
Lecturer in Political E^jonomy. '*■' 



PROBLEMS OF POVERTY; An Inquiry into the InBttftfIjl 
Conditions of the Poor. ByJ. A. Hobson, ^ A., late Scholar ol 
Lincoln College,' Oxon., U. £. ILecturer m Economics. ^ 

VICTORIAN '^OETS. By A* Shari», formerly of 
Colleger Cambridge. 
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FR^C« REVOLUI^ON. By J. E. SttRes, MA, Pita- 
dpa^of UnWersity ^lege, Nottinghftm, ^ 

?Sf€44f>LCGY. By F. S. Granger. M.A., Lecturer in Fliilo. 
•opiiy |Lt University College, Nouinghnin. 

tSE EVOLUTION OF PLANT LIFE : Lower Forms. By 

Massue, Kew Gudeos, U. E Lecturer in Botany. With lUa* 
tic^ n * 

AIR AiJD WAITCR. Professor V. B. L^wes, M A , 

• The volumes are in preparation >— 

ENCUfill SOCIAL REFORMERS. By H. de B. GlfBillS, 
M. Aerate Scholar of Wadham College, Oxoo., Cobden Pritcman. 

^ _ [fn the press, 

MPOJ^XSn TRA>DE AND FINANCE IN THE SEVEN- 
T]p:ENTH CENTURY. By W. A. S. HemhINS, B.A. [Inthel^ss. 

NAPOLEON. By E; L. S. HoftSRUR^H, M.A Camb., U. E. 
Lecturer in History. * 

ENGLISH POLITICAL HISTORY. By T. J. Lawrence, 
M.A.. late Fellow and Tutor of Downing College, Cambridge, U. E 
lecturer in History. 

TH» ENGLISH LANGUAGE. ByTi. C. Moore-Smith, MJL 
Camb., Ue £. Lecturer in Language. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO PHILOSOPHY. By J. SOLOMON, 
M'A. bxon., late Ltcturer in Philosophy at University College, 
tfottingham. 

ENGLISH PAINTERS. By D. S. Maccoll, M../^ Oxon., 

' ■ •Fellow of University College, London, U, E. Lecturer in Art and 
Litstature. 

kNGLISH ARCHITECTURE. «y Ernest Radford, M.A 
Cambridge, U^ E. Lecturer in Art. With Illustrations. 

CfiBlvfiSTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. By C. W. 
EiMMlNS, M.A. Camb., U. E. Lecturer^in Chemistry. • 

EARTH : An Introduction to Physiography. By £. W. 

Small, 

HYGIENE. By J. Lorraine Smith, ^ Jk ^ M.p. 

THE*MECHAN1CS OF DAILY UFE. By V. P. Saua, MA 



Works by & , Bftliziiflr GdoM* 

^ Author of * Mehalah,* et|i 

OLD COUNTRY LIFE. With Sixty-levcn lUustiatjfim hy 
W, Parkinson, F. D. Bedford, and F. Massy. 

chtk super extra, top edge gilt, lor. 6d, Third Editim, 


*"Ol4l Country Lifo,B as healthy wholesome reading, full of breeey li£s aod ^v»> 
aieat, full of quaint stories vigorously told, will not be eacelleff by ^my book 
to be published througlfout the year. Sound, hearty. and^ngHsh to lh^a>re.'<— 

/ 

* Mr. Baring Gould is well known as a clever and vers:^^ author ; but h« never 

* rote a more delightful book than the volume iSSfiore us. He\as described 
bgiish country life with the fidelity thar only comes with close jpQUiintSUilci^ 
and with an appreciation of its more attractive features not surpassed^en in the 
pages of Washington Irving. The illustrations add very much to the charm of 
the book, and the artists in their drawings o^old churches and manor^hoilhes, 
streets, cotuges, and gardens, have greatly assisted ^e ak\Stibat.*-^Mgnch€stim 
Guardian. ^ 

HISTORIC ODDITWSS ^ND STRANGE EVENTS. Third ‘ 

Edition, Crown ^vo, 6s. 


* A collection of exciting and entertaining chapters. The whole volume is delightful 
reading ' — Times, 

*The work, besides being agreeable to read, is valuable for purposes of reference. 
The entire extents are stimulating and delightful .’ — Notes and Queries. 


FREAKS OF FANATICISM., (First published as Hiitoric 

Oddities, Second Series.) Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

‘Mr. Baring Gould has a keen eye for colour and effect, afld the subjectt he baa 
chosen give ample scope to his descriptive and ^nalytic faculties^ A perfisctly 
fascinating book. Whether considered as merely popular reading or as a tucGM* 
Sion of studies in the freaks of human history, it is equally worthy of gtemsal,' 
while it is marked by the artistic literary colouring and happy lightness of style.* 
—Sebttisk Leader, 

m 

SONGS OF THE WEST: Traditional Ballads and Songs of 
the West of England, with their Traditional Melodies. Collected 
by S. Baring Gould, hfA., and H. Fleetwood SnvpfAKD, . 
M.A. Arranged for Voice and Piano. In 4 Partg (containing 
Songs each), Parts /., //., II/., 3s. each. Part lV.^SsT 
Fourth Edition. Pirt II,, Second Editim. Part ///.| rmc^. 
Partly, Inane Vbl., roan, 

* A rich and varied collection of humour, piuhos, grace, andjpetlo t»susy,*'~’dedmde^ 

I Rraiew* 

yORKSHIRB' OODlTIES AND STRANGE EVI^Ta 
fImrHk MditiM. Cnram 8ivi 6t. 



S^VIVXLS AND StlPElfsTlTIONSl CMmSkw. 

I ^ C/n #lt pmt* 

:TTA, othtr Stories. Crattm Zvo, jx. 6dl Bwrds^ %s, 

ARHIKH&LL : A Social Romance. New Edition, Crnm Zpo^ 

6<i Boards, 2s, # 

*To ««y thA » 1>Ook b by the author of *' Mehalab ” u to that it co&iaiss a 

' at{^ ca^t on miBRg lines, containing dramatic possibilities, viifid and syiapathetic 
descriptions of ^tufe, and a weal%of ingenious imagery. All these tmP*Cta» 
tions ain jiiatlfle^||^|Anniaell.'’ 

URlT|j^A Story of Dartrifoor. New Edition, Crown 6(r. 

* The author is at his best.’ — Times. ^ 

*J[e has nearly reached the hi^ water-mark of " Mehalah.'* '—NaiitmaJ Observer, 

^IAR(SER1^ of ^UETHER, and other Stories. Crown Zve, 

31. 6 d, • 


History and Biography 

Bussell. THE LIFE OF ADMIRAL LORD COLLING- 
WOOD, By W. Clark Russell, •uthor of *Tbe Wreck of the 
Grcssveiior,’ With Illustrationf by F. Bran gwyn. Zvo, 15 X. 

, . * A reaUy good book.’— Review. 

' A most excellent and v, holesome book, which we should like to se#in the hands of 
efery boy in the country James's Geuette. 

Clark. THE COLLEGES OF OXFORD: Their History and 
^ ^fcir Traditions, By Members of the University. Edit»d bv A. 
Clab.K:» M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Lincoln College. 8w. itw. 

*1l^her the reader approaches the book as a patriotic member of a college, as ah 
ai||jk|itary, or as a student of the organic gMiwth of college foundation, it will amply 
r^ard hisatten^.'— TYmrs. 

„ . ^ deiiglitful book, Teamed and lively.'— 

L ^ft due bootf is highly interesting to Oxford ntcn of course in the first place, but to 
V,. aa waders in the second.'— • 

^ wOlk which will certainly be appealed to for many yean as the standard book on 

^ l*Im CoQogesnf Oxford.’— .dMsMwac. 

PuIAoit RIXA^ OXONIENSES : An Account of tKe Battles 
l^thc NiXkms, The Stm^^le between Tt:»w#a&<FGofir!ii, etc* % 
$. F. Hu^h, M.A. Crown Zm, 5r. 



i| Misses. Methuen's l4ST 

Lynch. GEOEGE MEREDirk : A Study.* 

Lynch, With Portrait Crown 8vo, $s,u A limits Jt^g$‘Piaper ^ 
Edition, air.* V 

*We Uronaiy recommend this essay to Meredithiana, stUl more to ^ JfWt 
dithiaLOS.*— yetfrna/ ^ Mducaium. 


Poetry 


Ibsen. l^AND. A Drama by®HENRiK IB^. Translated by 
William Wilson. Crown %vo. 5r. ® 

greatest world-po<™ of the nineteenth century next to Brand" 

will have an astonishing interest for Englishmen. It is in the same set with 
** Agnmetnnon," with “ Lear," with the literature that we now instinctively regard 
as high and )\o\y. '—Datly Chronicle, ^ ^ " 

‘Simply a masterpiece, standing alone among modern dramatic producti^s. Hi® 
Ibsen never written i^ything else, this poem would immortalise him as a writer 
*and a thinker. —Mancki^r Courw. ^ • 

Henley. LYRA*^^ER 01 CA : An Anthology selected from the 
best English Verse of the si6th, I7th» i8th, and 19th Centuries. By 
William Ernest Henley, Author of ‘ A Book of Ver.<ie,’ * Views * 
and Revievjs,* etc. Crown %vo. Stamped gilt buckram^ giU top^ 
edges uncut. 6j. ^ 

'Mr Henley has brought to the task of i^lectton an instinct alike for poetry^nd for 
chivalry which seems to us quite wonderfully, and even unerringly, right.'— 
Guardtan. 

‘Will stir aV the boys’ hearts in the kingdom as by trumpet.'— •fKar/li 
‘Worthy to be placed on the same shelf as our ”Gi$!cien Treaaunes.’*^. . « Though 
admirably adapted to stimulate courage and patriotism m the young, iiyyill be 
equally welcome to the adult '-^Illustrated London News. 

‘Mr. Henley's is a very fine ambition, and it will hardly be denied thnt hit is a 
spiei^id book of verse. — Speaker e» %** 

‘Take it all in all, as a pre.sent for boys, and foi men for that matter, " Ljnra 
Heroica," printed with perfection and handsomely bound, is « book a mong hooks, 
an anthology among anthologies'^ ^ 

Tomson. A SUMMER NIGHT, AND OTHER POEM$. By*^ 
Graham R, Tomson. With Frontispiece d> A. It'oidslS^* 

^ 8w. 3J. &/. < T 

Also an edition on handmade paper, limited to 50 copia. 

800, tfQi. 6d. mi, „ V , 

c'Mra Tomson holds hjg^ tank among Engfish poetesMs, ^Hiaps the murg 

among those nf EnaUsh htnh. TMs teMoinn will help her repuatam^^^ttJtel 
mut lyittte. ' 

‘ Mm* Tomson tSspMya oa sn^ery pag#‘‘ the grwt poetm heart " 





A CRACKED*PIDOLE. BeingiSeketioM frMB 
Ihe Poem* o(Frai>£RIcLanqbridgs. With P^trait. Cfv«M»$tv. 5«. 

BALL>fc)SOFTHEBRAVE;^oemsafChivalni, 
Emetpiise^ Courage^ and ConsUncy, fi-om tlMs Earliest Times to the 
Prelent Day. Edited, with Notes, by Rev. F. Lanorridgi, 

'A very baf^ conception happily carried out Theae *' Bf^lads of the Brave” 
intended Rt eut^be real tas.es of boys, and will suit the ta^te of the great majority. 
It 4 S not ap onhnar^ selector who could have sd happily put together tbeso . 
characteristic santBel. Other rea4ei£ besides hoys may learn much Rom them.'**" 
S^tatof^. * The book is full of splendid things. U 'orld, 

Preslf; Edition. JHandsoRiely Bound, 3.^. (xi. School £dition,l|IA j^oT. 

in Three Parts, if. each, for Sch<|pl Rraders. 

L Troy to Floddbn. II. Bos worth to Waterloo. 


^u. 


(^iMiRA TO Khartoum. 


• Fiction - 

Aothor of 'Indian Idylls.’ IN TSNT AND BUNGALOW: 

Stones of Indian Sport and Society. By the Author of * Indian 
Idylls.' Cnnvn ^vo. 3f. 6<^. • 

Tsspxi. A DOUBLE KNOT. By Gp Manville Fenn, Author 
<^‘Th« Vicar’s People,' etc. €rown 8w. 3J. td. 

ftyce. THE QUIET MRS. FLEMING. By Richard PR vc^ 
Au^ho^of ' Miss Iv^axwell’s Affections,' etc. Crown 8t>A 3f. 6d!. 

Qv&'S^ ELSA. A Novel. By E. M ‘Queen Gray. Crown Zvo. 6 s, 

‘A charming nuvd. Tbe characters are not only powerful sketches, but ounutely 
and catwfuily finished portraits.'— Cvar'rfrnw. 

*Jt very picturesque and interesting story. A* good a talc as we have for aotM 

time.*— t 

* We cordially recommend this eminently readable fiction.'— Tglegru^ 
*C4i%Bnng scenes, bright* conversations, waceUent studies of character.'— Wis/is» 
/SaAre. 

A bool^hicli js full of good things, atKi far beyond tbe average novel in cleveraeas, 
^'^luwWMmg4^of life, and skilful delineation of rbaractar.*— A/arra/'r M<n[euim* 

A reverend GENTLEiJaN. ByJ. MacLaren 

CoRRAN, Author of ‘ Master of his Fate,’ etc. Crown Svo. p, 6 d, 
*Th« best work Mij^bben has yet achieved. The Rev. W. Merrydew is a brilllattt 
Oittrtntr. • 

: . IflNmt as abiffidaiMK of clever tkinfs m this book..aad ^ stu^ of dh amet e r ai* 
salting, and powerful.'— .SA GatiU. 

^ ^OiW If dbeau&iMt ttodiiaof character ottiliade MBredi^ 



Messbs. Msthdbm^ £|8T 


I^aJL DERMtK VAUGHAA, NOVELI^. Bf ‘SuSm 
Lyall, Aotfaor of * Donovan.* . Cfvwn 800* 3f, 6dr ; U* ^ 
A dmp edition nf which in a more escpentivl fbtm hat patied^plilB golll 
thotMutid. 

Unton. THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA DAViDSON, 

^ Christian and Communist. Bf E. Lynn Linton. £leYont|yHi 
Cheaper Edition. Posf Sm, u. 

0rey. THE STORY OF CHRIS. Bf »3wlan 33 jGRBry, 

AttthdJ- of * Lindenblumen,* eto^ Crown Bw^ pL 


General Literature 

Bowden. THE IMITATION OF B|rDDHA : Bem;: Qu«^ 
tions from Buddhist Literature for each Day ii/the Yearf QompUH* 

• by E. M. BowDEUt With Preface by Sir Edwin Arnold. i6m0.- 

25»Bd, ^ ^ ^ * * 

DitcMeld. OUlt ENGLISH VILLAGES : Their Story ttnd 
their Antiquities. By P. il. Ditchfield, M.A., F.RH.S.t Rectori 
of Barkhan^ Berks. Fast Bw, 2s. 6d, IllusiraUd, 

*The object of the author u not so much to deserbe any particular village ai to five 
a clear idea of what village lift has been in England from the earliest Imtoriml ‘ 
times. An extremely amusing and ixKeresting little book, which sboula find a 
place in every parochial library.’-— 

DitcMeld/ OLD ENGLISH SPORTS. By P. H. DlTCfi- 

FlSLD, M*A. Crown Svo. 2s, 6d. JUt^traiod, 

* A charminif account of old English Sports.'— Afemfirg' Post, * 

BtodauKi. 0!^F0RD : Its Life and Schools. Edited by 

M. STEDMANy M.Ay assisted by Members of the University. New' 
Edition, ,,Crmn Bvo, p, 

' OfTert a full and to most respects 0 datisfMtory dawxipdoo of the conntr||thrDttf h 
Which ecudents must Iravel, ud affords to parents who aq| desirous of (wculatii^ * 
the expenses and rewinds <M Uniyarstty eduigstion a mass ofi useful^ informi^n ’ 
conveniently airangedfiuy^u^t dourii to the most recent date.”— 

PARSON AW PEASANT; ChApters »f tfeofer" 

Natural History, By Jy B. BdAns, hLA.» £^ox of Wasing^y Cfywn 

^ Swh p, i V , 

■***Pawoa and Peasant* to a book not ooly to he ifitewated toy Irot teleam«fi|sitMi>f 
flrom— « bookSrhkfi’ may pseve e. help to maity a ckropmaili amlhcalldeii the 
imam and ripen the chai^ of 



H^RS. MfeTRtSN’S.LlOT 


«THE PAT* TOWARDS HNOWLEDOtt 

on Qnettlons of I>05r. By W. CONNiKOiiAM, 0.0*1 
jB i^w of Tfinity Cftinbndge» PiofitiAr of Bconoaucs ot 

G>U€^, London. Crown 8 vo. 4/. 6 d. 

MnatyH on fif uriofo and Populndgin, SodaHsm, Money, fUtmidmt Positiviim, oOb. 


Avdmon QrahasL NATURE IN BOOKS : Studio* m Literai| 
biography. By P. Ar dsrson G&aham. CfVirw too. fw. 
lUo IS (M) ausmp^^ trace tba influence of surnmndinf^eiscumstancas. and aspedaUy 
thtnnfltiende ofnltut% on somo great writers. The chaate'rs aye entiitad : I ' Tho 
Magic of^he Piet^Uiffferieft), I!.**A*t and Naiuro’XTVinfHooif III. 'Tbo 
XkH:mno«»f ldiertiilB|Q^oreau]|. IV. * The Romance of Uf« ’(Scott). V. 'Tlio 
Poetry^ Toil ’ (Bnras)- VI. ‘Che Divinity of Nature' (Wordsworth). ^ ^ 

'IlioulmWand '^forming. Patient investigation an^gstudy are unmistakahla In 
th>« book. The distinct literary flavour in Mr. Graham's pages attracu paniMt.* 
Ckrmtch. • 

I * A good bdhk of Ktisaiilg'— 


Books for Boys and* tj iris 

■Waltord, A PINCH OF EXPERIENCE. By L B. Wav 
FORO* Author of * Mr. Smith.' With Illustrations by Gordon 
*•» ^owNE. Crown 8»». 6s, ^ 

' 1 he clever authoress steers clear of nfmby.pamby, and invests her moral with a 
fresh and striking dress. There is terseness and vivacity of style, and the iUuiUra* 
*• lions are admirable. '~-*f«ri-/ocy>d(ys. ^ 

JlSolesWfNfth. THE RCD GRANGE. By Mrs. MOLBSWORTtl, 
Aithor of ‘Carrots.' Wi)h Illustrations by CoRDCp BrOWNB. 
Crown 6vo, 6s, 

> > ‘/^vtiiuma in which girls whlvdeGght,, and beautifaHy^ lllR«tratedl.’«**ll|hifl MttB 
CoMtU, 

outfit Russell. MASTER ROCKAFtLLAR’S VOYAGE. By 
W# Clark RDSfsNLLf Auhor of ‘ fht Wregk of the Grogvenor/ etc. 
lUiistrated by (AordON BrowNS.* $s. 6d. 

4Mr> 0aA AuMetl's story of ‘*'Mast«r Nodkafel Y^ihige ^ will be among dw 
*lhi^riMs.«^the Christmas bpoks. Th^re ia a raNte and " go " all through u, and 
^its illustrations are charming in theassebma* and aery much above the av*rag«% 
jthe limy in whidh they are^prt^ccd. Mr. CWk Russell is thoroughly a|.boiiMr 
<Mi sea and with h^. mad helnanages to rglate and combine the tnarveilchikio so 
plauMhlc a riiannlinhat we are <|ul|s pi»fN|f«4 to aUmFlhai MaueP' RtmkafeilV* 
'ln iio ttnfiur caampla of every «&Mt|tiipaiaa’s first voyage. We can heaf^ teeooi* 
this pi%ity Imok td the notida of ihapaMau and ilMdfof sea>to«i^iM^ 



MBSS|IS. Methubh’s l&T 

ABtkorof ‘Mdik. Hoii* THE S&CRET OF M^AME DB 

Monluc. By tjw Atadior oC *The Atelier dtt Mori’, 

Cranm Zvo, I 

^ An CKqaitite UterEry caanwx.’—H'arld. 

MtoviUe FemL SYD BELTON : Or, The Boy who would 
go to Sea. Manville Fenn, \uthor of * In the 

Name,' etc* Illustrated by QoiiDdN Browns. p, 6d, 

* Who amfng the young story-reading puUtc will not r«^tc/4t the sight of the old 

combination, so often proved admirame— a story by I^^nville Fenn, illustrated 
by Gordon Browne ! The story, too, is one of the sort, Bill of life and 

< vigour, breeziness and fun. It begins wefi and goes on better, aMil from the 
time Syd joins his sht i exciting incidents follow aacb other in £ScM'‘iapid and I' 
Inilliant succession that nothing short of absolute comptiisiou would induce the 
reader to lay it dowo.’->y^MrNa/ Education, b o 

* O 

DUMPS. Igiy Mrs. Parr, Author of ‘ Adam ami Eve,’ 

* Dorothy Fox/ etc.'- alllustrated by W. Parkinson. Crown Zvo, 
V -^- ‘ u 

* One of the prettiest stories whidi even this clever writer has given the world for a 

longtime.’ — World, ' 

* A very sweet ai^ touching Worj.'-~PaU Mall Ga$eitc. 

Meade. A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. By L. T. 

Author of * Scamp and 1/ etc. 'Illustrated by R. Barnes. Crown 
Zvo, p, 6d. 

*An excellent story. Vivid portraiture of charac^, and broad aijji whalasome 
lessons about life.* — Spectator. „ 

*Oiie of Mrs. Meade's most fascinating books / — Daily NewM, , ^ 

MeiMle.<P HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. Meade. Illustmtce by ; 
Everard Hopkins, Ctyw^ 2t, 6d, 

‘Mrs. Meade has not oftfn done bei||^lr' Work than this 

*The writer possesses the fbum^gift 0 | imaginative rejlism, and some of heo^mplor . 
scenes are the motit oom^KA.^r^iMeMchest«r Guarditm. kj 

Ueada. THE HONOURABLE MISS : A Tale of a Cotw% 

* Town. By L. T. Mbaob, Author of ' Scamp and I,' ' A Ci)rl,or 
People/ etc. With lUostcatioiia by Everard Hofkims. Crown. 

^ Sue, 4 * 

iwAND OF BEULAH. By MRS. Leith 
With R Fnmtilpiece by GOEDOit Browns. Crmn tim, p, 60, 

* o 






